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PART ONE

PROLOGUE

Several GENTLEMEN sitting on stools upon the stage.
The C TIZEN, his WFE, and RAFE sitting bel ow anong
t he audi ence.

Ent er PROLOGUE.
PROLOGUE
Fromall that's near the court, fromall that's great
Wthin the conpass of the city walls,
W now have brought our scene —

Cl TI ZEN | eaps on the stage.

C TI ZEN
Hol d your peace, goodman boy.
PROLOGUE
What do you nean, sir?
C TI ZEN
That you have no good neaning. This seven years there hath
been plays at this house, | have observed it, you have still

girds at citizens. And now you call your play The London
Merchant. Down with your title, boy; down with your title!

PROLOGUE
Are you a nenber of the noble city?

Cl Tl ZEN
| am

PROLOGUE
And a freeman?

Cl Tl ZEN
Yea, and a grocer.

PROLOGUE

So, grocer, then by your sweet favor, we intend no abuse to
the city.
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Cl Tl ZEN

No, sir? Yes, sir! If you were not resolved to play the

j acks, what need you study for new subjects purposely to
abuse your betters? Wiy could not you be contented, as well
as others, with The Legend of Wittington, or The Life and
Death of Sir Thomas Gresham wth the Buil ding of the Royal
Exchange, or The Story of Queen Elenor, with the Rearing of
London Bri dge upon Wol -sacks?

PROLOGUE
You seemto be an understandi ng nman. What woul d you have us
do, sir?

Cl Tl ZEN
Wiy, present sonething notably in honor of the commons of the
city.

PROLOGUE
Wiy, what do you say to The Life and Death of Fat Drake, or
The Repairing of Fleet-privies?

Cl Tl ZEN
| do not like that; but | will have a citizen, and he shall
be of nmy own trade.

PROLOGUE
O you should have told us your mnd a nonth since. Qur play
is ready to begin now

Cl Tl ZEN
"Tis all one for that. I will have a grocer, and he shall do
adm rabl e things.
PROLOGUE
What will you have him do?
Cl Tl ZEN
Marry, | will have him —
W FE
(bel ow)
Husband, husband!
RAFE

(bel ow)

Peace, m stress.
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W FE
Hol d thy peace, Rafe; | know what | do, | warrant'ee. —
Husband, husband!

Cl Tl ZEN
What say' st thou, cony?
W FE
Let himkill alion with a pestle, husband; let himkill a
lion with a pestle.
Cl Tl ZEN
So he shall. 1I'll have himkill a lion with a pestle.
W FE
Husband, shall | cone up, husband?
Cl Tl ZEN
Ay, cony. — Rafe, help your mstress this way. — Pray,
gentl enmen, nake her a little room | pray you, sir, lend ne
your hand to help up ny Wfe; | thank you, sir. — So.

W FE comes on the stage.

W FE
By your |eave, gentlenen all, |I'msonething troublesone. |I'm
a stranger here. | was ne'er at one of these plays, as they

say, before; but | should have seen Jane Shore once; and ny
husband hath prom sed ne any tinme this twelve-nmonth to carry
me to The Bold Beauchanps; but, in truth, he did not. | pray
you, bear with ne.

C TI ZEN
Boy, let ny wife and | have a couple of stools, and then
begin, and | et the grocer do rare things.

PROLOGUE
But, sir, we have never a boy to play him Everyone hath a
part al ready.

W FE
Husband, husband, for God's sake, |let Rafe play him Beshrew
me if I do not think he will go beyond themall.

C TI ZEN
Wl |l remenbered, Wfe. — Cone up, Rafe. — "Il tell you
gentlenen, let thembut Iend hima suit of reparel and

( MORE)
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Cl TI ZEN ( CONT' D)
necessaries, and, by Gad, if any of themall bloww nd in the
tail on him I'll be hanged.

RAFE cones on the stage.

W FE
| pray you, youth, let himhave a suit of reparel. — 1'll be
sworn, gentlenen, ny husband tells you true. He will act you
sonetimes at our house that all the neighbors cry out on him
He will fetch you up a couraging part so in the garret that
we are all as feared, | warrant you, that we quake agai n.
W' |l fear our children with himif they be never so unruly.
Do but cry, "Rafe comes, Rafe cones,"” to them and they'll be
as quiet as lanbs. — Hold up thy head, Rafe; Show the
gent| emen what thou canst do. Speak a huffing part. | warrant
you, the gentlenmen will accept of it.

Cl Tl ZEN
Do, Rafe, do.

RAFE
By heaven, nethinks it were an easy | eap
To pluck bright honor fromthe pal e-faced noon,
O dive into the bottomof the sea,
Wiere never fathomline touched any ground,
And pluck up drowned honor fromthe | ake of hell

C TI ZEN
How say you, gentlenen? Is it not as | told you?

W FE
Nay, gentlenen; he hath played before, ny husband says,
Mucedorus, before the wardens of our conpany.

C Tl ZEN
Ay, and he shoul d have pl ayed Jeroninmo with a shoenmaker for a
wager .

PROLOGUE
He shall have a suit of apparel if he wll go in.

G TI ZEN

In, Rafe; in, Rafe; and set out the grocery in their kind, if
thou | ov' st ne.

Exit RAFE

W FE
| warrant our Rafe will |ook finely when he's dressed.



THE KNI GHT OF THE BURNI NG PESTLE [ |- P-5]

PROLOGUE
But what will you have it called?
Cl Tl ZEN
The G ocer's Honor.
PROLOGUE
Met hi nks The Kni ght of the Burning Pestle were better.
W FE
"1l be sworn, husband, that's as good a name as can be.
Cl Tl ZEN
Let it be so. Begin, begin; ny wife and I will sit down.
PROLOGUE
| pray you, do.
Cl Tl ZEN
What stately nusic have you? You have shawns?
PROLOGUE
Shawns? No.
Cl Tl ZEN
No? I"'ma thief if ny mnd did not give ne so. Rafe plays a
stately part and he nust needs have shawns. |1'|l| be at the
charge of themnyself, rather than we'll be w thout them
PROLOGUE
So you are like to be.
Cl Tl ZEN
Wiy, and so | will be. There's two shillings. Let's have the

wai ts of Southwark. They are as rare fellows as any are in
Engl and; and that will fetch themall o' er the water with a
vengeance, as if they were nad.

PROLOGUE
You shall have them WII you sit down then?
Cl TI ZEN
Ay. — Cone, wfe.
W FE
Sit you nerry all, gentlenmen. I"'mbold to sit anongst you for

ny ease.
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PROLOGUE
Fromall that's near the court, fromall that's great
Wthin the conpass of the city walls,
W now have brought our scene. Fly far from hence
Al private taxes, imobdest phrases,
What e' er may but show i ke vicious:
For wi cked mrth never true pleasure brings,
But honest m nds are pleased wth honest things.
— Thus nmuch for that we do, but for Rafe's part you nust
answer for yourself.

Exit PROLOGUE

Cl TI ZEN
Take you no care for Rafe; He'll discharge hinself, | warrant
you.
W FE
|* faith, gentlenen, I'll give ny word for Rafe.

END OF PROLOGUE
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ACT ONE

SCENE ONE
A roomin the house of the Merchant, Venturewel|.
Enter VENTUREWELL and JASPER, his prentice.

VENTUREWEL L
Sirrah, 1'll make you know you are ny prentice,
And whom ny charitable | ove redeened
Even fromthe fall of fortune; gave thee heat
And growm h, to be what now thou art; new cast thee;
Adding the trust of all | have at hone,
In foreign staples, or upon the sea,
To thy direction; tied the good opinions
Both of nyself and friends to thy endeavors:
So fair were thy beginnings. But with these,
As | renmenber, you had never charge
To | ove your master's daughter, and even then
Wien | had found a weal thy husband for her.
| take it, sir, you had not; but, however,
I'I'l break the neck of that comm ssion
And make you know you are but a nerchant's factor

JASPER
Sir, | do liberally confess | amyours,
Bound both by love and duty to your service,
In which ny | abor hath been all ny profit.
| have not lost in bargain, nor delighted
To wear your honest gains upon ny back,
Nor have | given a pension to ny bl ood,
O lavishly in play consunmed your stock.
These, and the mseries that do attend them
| dare with innocence proclaimare strangers
To all ny tenperate actions. For your daughter,
If there be any love to ny deservings
Borne by her virtuous self | cannot stop it,
Nor am| able to refrain her w shes.
She's private to herself and best of know edge
Wiom she' | | nmake so happy as to sigh for
Besi des, | cannot think you mean to match her
Unto a fellow of so | ane a presence,
One that hath little left of nature in him
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VENTUREWEL L
"Tis very well, sir. I can tell your w sdom
How al |l this shall be cured.

JASPER

Your care becones you
VENTUREWEL L
And thus it nmust be, sir. | here discharge you
M/ house and service. Take your liberty,
And when | want a son |I'Il send for you
(Exit)
JASPER

These be the fair rewards of themthat |ove.
O you that live in freedom never prove
The travail of a mnd |led by desire.

Ent er LUCY.

LUCY
Wiy, how now, friend? Struck with ny father's thunder?

JASPER
Struck and struck dead unl ess the renedy
Be full of speed and virtue. | am now
What | expected long, no nore your father's.

LUCY
But m ne.
JASPER
But yours and only yours | am
That's all | have to keep ne fromthe statute.
You dare be constant still?
LUCY

O, fear ne not.

In this | dare be better than a woman,

Nor shall his anger nor his offers nove ne,
Were they both equal to a prince' s power.

JASPER
You know ny rival ?
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LUCY
Yes, and | ove himdearly,
Even as | |ove an ague or foul weather.
| prithee, Jasper, fear himnot.

JASPER
O no,
| do not nean to do himso nmuch ki ndness.
But to our own desires; you know t he pl ot
W bot h agreed on.

LUCY
Yes, and will perform
My part exactly.
JASPER
| desire no nore.
Farewel |, and keep ny heart; 'tis yours.
LUCY
| take it;
He nust do mracl es nakes ne forsake it.
Exeunt .
C Tl ZEN
Fie upon "em little infidels. Wat a matter's here now?
Wll, I'lIl be hanged for a halfpenny if there be not sone
abom nation knavery in this play. Wll, let "emlook to't.

Rafe nust come, and if there be any tricks abrewing —

Ent er BOY.
W FE
Let 'em brew and bake too, husband, a CGod's nanme. Rafe wll
find all out, | warrant you, and they were ol der than they
are. — | pray, ny pretty youth, is Rafe ready?
BOY
He will be presently.
W FE
Now, | pray you, make ny commendati ons unto him and wt hal

carry himthis stick of liquorice. Tell himhis mstress sent
it him and bid himbite a piece. '"Twill open his pipes the
better, say.

Exit BOY.
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SCENE TWO

Anot her roomin the house of the Mrchant,
Vent ur ewel | .

Enter VENTUREWELL and MASTER HUMPHREY.

VENTUREWEL L
Cone, sir, she's yours. Upon ny faith, she's yours;
You have ny hand. For other idle lets
Bet ween your hopes and her, thus with a w nd
They are scattered and no nore. My wanton prenti ce,
That |ike a bl adder blew hinself wth |ove,
| have let out, and sent himto discover
New masters yet unknown.

HUMPHREY
| thank you, sir.
| ndeed, | thank you, sir; and ere | stir
It shall be known, however you do deem
| am of gentle bl ood and gentle seem

VENTUREWEL L
O sir, | knowit certain.

HUMPHREY
Sir, nmy friend,
Al t hough, as witers say, all things have end,
And that we call a pudding hath his too,
O let it not seemstrange, | pray to you,
If inthis bloody simle I put
M/ love, nore endless than frail things or gut.

W FE
Husband, | prithee, sweet lanb, tell me one thing, but tell
me truly. — Stay, youths, | beseech you, till | question ny
husband.

Cl Tl ZEN

What is it, nouse?

W FE
Sirrah, didst thou ever see a prettier child? how it behaves
itself, | warrant ye, and speaks, and | ooks, and perts up the
head! — | pray you, brother, with your favor, were you never

none of Master Monkester's schol ars?
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Cl Tl ZEN
Chicken, | prithee heartily, contain thyself. The childer are
pretty childer, but when Rafe cones, lanb —
W FE
Ay, when Rafe comes, cony. — Well, ny youth, you nay
pr oceed.
VENTUREWEL L
Wll, sir, you know ny | ove, and rest, | hope,

Assured of ny consent. Get but ny daughter's,
And wed her when you pl ease. You nust be bol d
And clap in close unto her. Cone, | know

You have | anguage good enough to win a wench.

W FE
A whoreson tyrant, h'as been an old stringer in's days, |
war rant hi m

HUMPHREY
| take your gentle offer and wi thal
Yield | ove again for |ove reciprocal.

VENTUREWEL L

What, Lucy, within there?
Ent er LUCY.
LUCY

Call ed you, sir?

VENTUREWEL L
| did.
G ve entertainment to this gentleman
And see you be not froward. — To her, sir;
M/ presence will but be an eyesore to you.

(Exit)
HUVPHREY

Fair Mstress Lucy, how do you? Are you well?
G ve ne your hand, and then | pray you tell,
How doth your little sister and your brother,
And whet her you | ove ne or any other?

LUCY
Sir, these are quickly answered.
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HUMPHREY
So they are,
Where wonen are not cruel. But how far
Is it now distant fromthis place we are in
Unto that bl essed place, your father's warren?

LUCY
What nmakes you think of that, sir?

HUMPHREY
Even that face;
For, stealing rabbits whilomin that place,
CGod Cupid, or the keeper, | know not whether,
Unto ny cost and charges brought you thither,
And t here began —

LUCY
Your gane, sir?

HUMPHREY
Let no gane,
O anything that tendeth to the sane,
Be evernore renmenbered, thou fair killer,
For whom | sat me down and brake ny tiller.

W FE
There's a kind gentleman, | warrant you. When will you do as
much for me, George?

LUCY
Beshrew ne, sir, | amsorry for your | osses
But, as the proverb says, | cannot cry.
| would you had not seen ne.

HUMPHREY

So would 1,
Unl ess you had nore maw to do ne good.

LUCY
Wiy, cannot this strange passion be w thstood?
Send for a constable and raise the town.

HUMPHREY
O no, ny valiant love will batter down
MI1lions of constables, and put to flight
Even that great watch of M dsumrer Day at night.
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LUCY
Beshrew ne, sir, "twere good | yielded then;
Weak wonen cannot hope, where valiant nen
Have no resi stance.

HUMPHREY
Yield, then. | amfull
O pity, though I say it, and can pull
Qut of ny pocket, thus, a pair of gloves.
Look, Lucy, |ook; the dog's tooth nor the dove's
Are not so white as these, and sweet they be,
And whi pped about with silk, as you may see.
I f you desire the price, shoot fromyour eye
A beamto this place, and you shall espy
F. S., which is to say, ny sweetest honey,
They cost nme three and twopence, or no noney.

LUCY
Vell, sir, | take themkindly, and | thank you.
What woul d you nore?

HUVPHREY
Not hi ng.
LUCY
Wiy, then, farewell.
HUVPHREY
Nor so, nor so; for, lady, | nust tell,

Before we part, for what we net together.
Cod grant ne tinme, and patience, and fair weather.

LUCY
Speak, and declare your mind in terns so brief.
HUMPHREY
| shall. Then, first and forenost, for relief

| call to you, if that you can afford it,

| care not at what price; for, on ny word, it

Shall be repaid again, although it cost ne

More than I'Il speak of now For |ove hath tossed ne
In furious blanket, like a tennis ball,

And now | rise aloft, and now | fall.

LUCY
Al as, good gentlenman, alas the day.
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HUVPHREY
| thank you heartily, and, as | say,
Thus do | still continue w thout rest,

I'th' norning Iike a man, at night a beast,
Roari ng and bell owi ng m ne own di squi et,
That rmuch | fear, forsaking of ny diet

WIIl bring ne presently to that quandary,

| shall bid all adieu

LUCY
Now, by Saint Mary,
That were great pity.

HUMPHREY
So it were, beshrew ne.
Then ease me, lusty Lucy, and pity show ne.

LUCY
Wiy, sir, you know ny will is nothing worth
Wthout ny father's grant. Get his consent,
And then you may with assurance try ne.

HUMPHREY
The worshi pful your sire will not deny ne.
For | have asked him and he hath replied,
"Sweet Master Humphrey, Lucy shall be thy bride."

LUCY
Sweet Master Hunphrey, then I am content.
HUMPHREY
And so aml, in truth
LUCY

Yet take nme with you

There is another clause nmust be annexed,

And this it is (I swre and will performit):

No man shall ever joy ne as his wfe

But he that stole nme hence. If you dare venture,

| amyours (you need not fear; ny father |oves you);
If not, farewell forever.

HUMPHREY
Stay, nynph, stay;
| have a doubl e gel ding, colored bay,
Sprung by his father from Barbarian kind;
Anot her for nyself, though somewhat blind,
Yet true as trusty tree.
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LUCY
| am sati sfied,
And so | give ny hand. Qur course nust lie
Thr ough Wl t ham Forest, where | have a friend
WIl entertain us. So, farewell, Sir Hunphrey,
And t hi nk upon your busi ness.

Exit LUCY

HUMPHREY
Though 1 die,
| amresolved to venture life and |inb
For one so young, so fair, so kind, so trim

Exi t HUVPHREY.

W FE
By ny faith and troth, CGeorge, and, as | amvirtuous, it is
e' en the kindest young man that ever trod on shoe | eather. —
Vell, go thy ways. If thou hast her not, '"tis not thy fault,
"faith.

Cl Tl ZEN
| prithee, nouse, be patient; 'a shall have her, or I'll make
sone of 'em snoke for't.

W FE

That's ny good | anb, George. Fie, this stinking tobacco kills
men. Wuld there were none in England. — Now, | pray,
gentl eren, what good does this stinking tobacco do you?
Not hing, | warrant you: make chi meys o' your faces. — QO

husband, husband, now now there's Rafe; there's Rafe.

SCENE THREE
A G ocer's Shop.
Enter RAFE, |ike a grocer in's shop, with two
prentices (TIMand GEORCGE), reading Pal nmerin of
Engl and.
Cl Tl ZEN
Peace, fool. Let Rafe alone. — Hark you, Rafe, do not strain

yourself too nuch at the first. — Peace! — Begin, Rafe.
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RAFE

(reads)
"Then Pal merin and Trineus, snatching their |ances fromtheir
dwarfs and clasping their helnets, galloped amain after the
giant; and Pal nmerin, having gotten a sight of him cane
posting amain, saying, 'Stay, traitorous thief, for thou
may' st not so carry away her that is worth the greatest |ord
in the world," and with these words gave hima bl ow on the
shoul der, that he struck himbesides his el ephant; and
Trineus, comng to the knight that had Agricola behind him
set himsoon besides his horse, with his neck broken in the
fall, so that the princess, getting out of the throng,
between joy and grief, said, "Al happy knight, the mrror of
all such as follow arnms, now may | be well assured of the
| ove thou bearest ne.'" — | wonder why the kings do not
raise an arny of fourteen or fifteen hundred thousand nen, as
big as the arny that the Prince of Portigo brought against
Rosi cl eer, and destroy these giants. They do much hurt to
wand' ring dansels that go in quest of their knights.

W FE
Fai th, husband, and Rafe says true; for they say the King of
Portugal cannot sit at his neat, but the giants and the
ettins will cone and snatch it fromhim

C Tl ZEN
Hold thy tongue. — On, Rafe.

RAFE
And certainly those knights are nmuch to be conmended, who,
negl ecting their possessions, wander with a squire and a
dwarf through the deserts to relieve poor |adies.

W FE
Ay, by ny faith, are they, Rafe; let 'emsay what they wll,
they are indeed. Qur knights neglect their possessions well
enough, but they do not the rest.

RAFE
There are no such courteous and fair well-spoken knights in
this age. They will call one "the son of a whore" that
Pal nerin of England woul d have called "fair sir"; and one
that Rosicleer would have called "right beauteous dansel,"
they will call "dammed bitch."

W FE
"1l be sworn will they, Rafe; they have called nme so an
hundred ti mes about a scurvy pipe of tobacco.
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RAFE
But what brave spirit could be content to sit in his shop,
with a flappet of wood and a bl ue apron before him selling
m thridatum and dragon's water to visited houses, that m ght
pursue feats of arns, and through his noble achi evenents
procure such a fanmous history to be witten of his heroic
pr owess?

Cl Tl ZEN
Wl |l said, Rafe; sone nore of those words, Rafe.
W FE
They go finely, by ny troth.
RAFE

Wiy should not | then pursue this course, both for the credit
of nyself and our conpany? For anongst all the worthy books
of achievenents, | do not call to mind that | yet read of a
grocer errant. | will be the said knight. Have you heard of
any that hath wandered unfurnished of his squire and dwarf?
M/ el der prentice, Tim shall be ny trusty squire, and little
George ny dwarf. Hence ny blue apron. Yet in remenbrance of
ny former trade, upon ny shield shall be portrayed a burning
pestle, and I will be called the Knight o'th" Burning Pestle.

W FE
Nay, | dare swear thou wilt not forget thy old trade. Thou
wert ever neek.
RAFE
Ti m
TIM
Anon.
RAFE

M/ bel oved squire, and George, ny dwarf, | charge you that
from henceforth you never call ne by any other nane but the
"Right Courteous and Valiant Knight of the Burning Pestle";
and that you never call any fenmale by the nanme of a wonman or
wench, but "fair lady," if she have her desires, if not,

"di stressed dansel"; that you call all forests and heaths
"deserts,"” and all horses "palfreys."

W FE
This is very fine, faith. Do the gentlenen Iike Rafe, think
you, husband?



THE KNI GHT OF THE BURNI NG PESTLE [ -1-18]

Cl Tl ZEN
Ay, | warrant thee; the players would give all the shoes in
their shop for him
RAFE

M/ bel oved squire Tim stand out. Admt this were a desert,
and over it a knight errant pricking, and | should bid you
inquire of his intents, what would you say?

TIM
Sir, ny master sent nme to know whither you are riding?

RAFE
No, thus: "Fair sir, the R ght Courteous and Valiant Knight
of the Burning Pestle commanded ne to inquire upon what
adventure you are bound, whether to relieve sonme distressed
dansel s, or otherw se."

Cl Tl ZEN
Whor eson bl ockhead, cannot renenber!
W FE
|'faith, and Rafe told himon't before. Al the gentlenen
heard him — Did he not, gentlenmen? Did not Rafe tell him
on't?
GECRGE

Ri ght Courteous and Valiant Knight of the Burning Pestle,
here is a distressed dansel to have a hal f penny-worth of

pepper .

W FE
That's a good boy. — See, the little boy can hit it. By ny
troth, it's a fine child.

RAFE
Relieve her with all courteous | anguage. Now shut up shop; no
nmore ny prentice, but ny trusty squire and dwarf. | nust

bespeak ny shield and arm ng pestle.
Exeunt TIM and CGEORCE.

Cl Tl ZEN
Go thy ways, Rafe. As I'ma true man, thou art the best on
"emall.

W FE
Raf e, Rafe.
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RAFE

What say you, m stress?
W FE

| prithee, come again quickly, sweet Rafe.
RAFE

By and by.

Exit RAFE.
SCENE FOUR

A roomin Merrythought's house.
Enter JASPER and his nother, M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT

G ve thee ny blessing? No, I'lIl ne'er give thee ny bl essing.
I'I'l see thee hanged first. It shall ne'er be said | gave
thee ny blessing. Th' art thy father's own son, of the right
bl ood of the Merrythoughts. | may curse the tine that e er |
knew thy father. He hath spent all his own, and mne too, and
when | tell himof it, he |laughs and dances, and sings, and
cries, "Anerry heart lives long-a." And thou art a
wastethrift, and art run away fromthy master, that |oved
thee well, and art cone to nme; and | have laid up a little
for ny younger son, Mchael, and thou think'st to bezzle
that; but thou shalt never be able to do it.

(Enter M CHAEL)
— Cone hither, Mchael; cone, Mchael; down on thy knees.
Thou shalt have ny bl essing.

M CHAEL
| pray you, nother, pray to God to bl ess ne.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
God bl ess thee. But Jasper shall never have ny bl essing. He
shall be hanged first; shall he not, M chael ? How say' st
t hou?

M CHAEL
Yes, forsooth, nother, and grace of Cod.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
That's a good boy.
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W FE
|"faith, it's a fine spoken child.

JASPER
Mot her, though you forget a parent's |ove,
| rmust preserve the duty of a child.
| ran not fromny master, nor return
To have your stock naintain ny idleness.

W FE
Ungracious child, I warrant him Hark how he chops logic with
his nmother. — Thou had' st best tell her she lies. Do, tell
her she |ies.
C TI ZEN
If he were ny son, | would hang himup by the heels, and flay

him and salt him whoreson hal tersack

JASPER
My coming only is to beg your |ove,
Which | nust ever, though | never gain it.
And howsoever you esteem of ne,
There is no drop of blood hid in these veins
But | renenber well belongs to you
That brought ne forth, and would be glad for you
To rip themall again, and let it out.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
|*faith, | had sorrow enough for thee, God knows; but 'l
hanper thee well enough. Get thee in, thou vagabond; get thee
in, and |earn of thy brother M chael.

Exeunt JASPER and M CHAEL.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
(sings within)
Nose, nose, jolly red nose,
And who gave thee this jolly red nose?

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
Hark, ny husband; he's singing and hoiting, and I'mfain to
cark and care, and all little enough. — Husband, Charles,
Charl es Merrythought.

Enter OLD MERRYTHOUGHT.
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OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
(sings)
Nut megs and gi nger, cinnanon and cl oves,
And they gave ne this jolly red nose.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
I f you would consider your state, you would have little |ist
to sing, iws.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
It shoul d never be considered while it were an estate, if |
t hought it would spoil ny singing.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
But how wilt thou do, Charles? Thou art an old man, and thou
canst not work, and thou hast not forty shillings left, and
t hou eat est good neat, and drinkest good drink, and | aughest?

QLD MERRYTHOUGHT
And wi |l do.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
But howw lt thou come by it, Charles?

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
How? Why, how have | done hitherto this forty years? | never
cane into ny dining room but at eleven and six o' clock I
found excellent neat and drink o'th' table; ny clothes were
never worn out, but next nmorning a tailor brought nme a new
Suit; and without question it will be so ever; use nakes
perfectness. If all should fail, it is but alittle straining
nysel f extraordi nary, and |augh nyself to death.

W FE
It's a foolish old man this: is not he, George?
Cl Tl ZEN
Yes, cony.
W FE
G@ve ne a penny i'th' purse while | live, Ceorge.
Cl Tl ZEN

Ay, by Lady, cony. Hold thee there.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
Well, Charles, you promsed to provide for Jasper, and | have
laid up for Mchael. | pray you, pay Jasper his portion. He's
( MORE)



THE KNI GHT OF THE BURNI NG PESTLE [ -1-22]

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT ( CONT' D)
cone hone, and he shall not consunme M chael's stock. He says
his master turned himaway, but | promse you truly, | think
he ran away.

W FE
No, indeed, M stress Merrythought, though he be a notable
gallows, yet 1'll assure you his master did turn himaway;
even in this place "twas, i'faith, within this half hour,

about hi s daughter; ny husband was by.

C Tl ZEN
Hang him rogue. He served himwell enough. Love his master's
daughter! By ny troth, cony, if there were a thousand boys,
thou woul d' st spoil themall with taking their parts. Let his
not her alone with him

W FE
Ay, Ceorge, but yet truth is truth,

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
Wiere is Jasper? He's wel cone however. Call himin. He shal
have his portion. Is he nerry?

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
Ay, foul chive him he is too nmerry. — Jasper! — M chael!

Enter JASPER and M CHAEL.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
Wl come Jasper, though thou run'st away, wel cone; God bl ess
thee. '"Tis thy nother's mnd thou shoul d' st receive thy
portion. Thou hast been abroad, and | hope hast |earned
experience enough to govern it. Thou art of sufficient years.
Hold thy hand: one, two, three, four, five, six, seven,
eight, nine, there's ten shillings for thee. Thrust thyself
into the world with that, and take sonme settled course. If
fortune cross thee, thou hast a retiring place. Cone hone to
me; | have twenty shillings left. Be a good husband, that is,
wear ordinary clothes, eat the best neat, and drink the best
drink; be nerry and give to the poor, and believe ne, thou
hast no end of thy goods.

JASPER
Long may you live free fromall thought of ill,
And | ong have cause to be thus nmerry still.
But, father —
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OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
No nore words, Jasper; CGet thee gone; thou hast ny bl essing.
Thy father's spirit upon thee. Farewel |, Jasper.
(Si ngs)
But yet, or ere you part, oh, cruel,
Kiss ne, kiss ne, sweeting, mne ow dear jewel.
So, now begone; no words.

Exit JASPER

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
So, M chael, now get thee gone, too.

M CHAEL
Yes, forsooth, nother, but I'll have ny father's bl essing
first.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT

No, Mchael, "tis no matter for his blessing; thou hast ny
bl essing; begone. I'll fetch ny noney and jewels, and foll ow
thee. 1'lIl stay no longer with him | warrant thee.
(Exit M CHAEL)
— Truly, Charles, I'Il be gone, too.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
What! You will not?

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
Yes, indeed will 1.

QLD MERRYTHOUGHT

(sings)
Hey-ho, farewell, Nan.
"1l never trust wench nore again, if | can.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
You shall not think, when all your own is gone, to spend that
| have been scraping up for M chael.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT

Farewel |, good wife; | expect it not. All | have to do in
this world is to be nerry, which | shall if the ground be not
taken fromne, and if it be,

(Si ngs)

When earth and seas fromne are reft,
The skies aloft for ne are left.
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Exeunt . Musi c.

END OF ACT ONE

| NTERLUDE ONE

W FE
"1l be sworn he's a nmerry old gentleman for all that. Hark,
hark, husband, hark, fiddles, fiddles; now surely, they go
finely. They say 'tis present death for these fiddlers to
tune their rebecks before the great Turk's grace, is't not,

Geor ge?

(Enter a BOY who dances)
But | ook, |ook, here's a youth dances. — Now, good youth, do
aturn o th toe. — Sweetheart, i'faith, I'll have Rafe come
and do sone of his ganbols. — He'll ride the wild nare,

gentlenmen, 't would do your hearts good to see him — |
t hank you, kind youth. Pray, bid Rafe cone.

Cl Tl ZEN
Peace, cony. — Sirrah, you scurvy boy, bid the players send
Rafe, or by God's and they do not, I'll tear sone of their

periwi gs beside their heads. This is all riff-raff.

Exit BOY.

END OF | NTERLUDE ONE
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ACT TWD

SCENE ONE
A roomin the house of the Merchant, Venturewell.
Ent er VENTUREVWELL and HUMPHREY.

VENTUREWEL L
And how, faith, how goes it now, son Hunphrey?

HUMPHREY
Ri ght worshipful, and ny bel oved friend
And father dear, this matter's at an end.

VENTUREWEL L
"Tis well; it should be so; I'mglad the gir
Is found so tractable.
HUMPHREY

Nay, she nust whirl
From hence (and you nust wi nk; for so, | say,
The story tells) tonorrow before day.

W FE
George, dost thou think in thy conscience now 'twill be a
mat ch? Tell me but what thou think'st, sweet rogue. Thou
see' st the poor gentlenman, dear heart, howit |abors and

throbs, | warrant you, to be at rest. I'll go nove the father
for 't.

Cl Tl ZEN
No, no, | prithee, sit still, honeysuckle. Thou'lt spoil all
If he deny him 1'Il bring half a dozen good fellows nyself,

and in the shutting of an evening knock't up, and there's an
end.

W FE
"1l buss thee for that, i'faith, boy. Wll, George, well,
you have been a wag in your days, | warrant you; but Cod

forgive you, and | do with all ny heart.

VENTUREWEL L
How was it, son? You told nme that tonorrow
Bef ore daybreak you must convey her hence.
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HUMPHREY
| nmust, | nmust, and thus it is agreed:
Your daughter rides upon a brown-bay steed,
| on a sorrel, which | bought of Brian,
The honest host of the Red roaring Lion,
In WAl tham situate. Then, if you nmay,
Consent in seemy sort, |est by delay
The fatal sisters cone and do the office,
And then you'll sing another Song.

VENTUREWEL L
Al as,
Wiy shoul d you be thus full of grief to ne,
That do as willing as yourself agree
To anything, so it be good and fair?

Then steal her when you will, if such a pleasure
Content you both. I'Il sleep and never see it,
To make your joys nore full. But tell me why

You may not here performyour narriage?

W FE
God's blessing o' thy soul, old man. |I'faith, thou art | oath
to part true hearts, | see. — A has her, George, and |I'm as
glad on't — Well, go thy ways, Hunphrey, for a fair-spoken
man; | believe thou hast not thy fellowwthin the walls of
London; and | should say the suburbs too |I should not lie. —
Wiy dost not rejoice wth nme, George?

Cl TI ZEN
If I could but see Rafe again, | were as nerry as m ne host,
i‘faith.

HUVPHREY
The cause you seemto ask, | thus declare

(Hel p me, O Muses N ne): your daughter sware
A foolish oath, the nore it was the pity;

Yet none but nyself within this city

Shal |l dare to say so, but a bold defiance
Shall neet him were he of the noble science.
And yet she sware, and yet why did she swear?
Truly, | cannot tell, unless it were

For her own ease; for sure sonetinmes an oath,
Bei ng sworn, thereafter is |ike cordial broth.
And this it was she swore: never to nmarry

But such a one whose mghty armcould carry
(As neaning nme, for I amsuch a one)

Her bodily away through stick and stone,

( MORE)
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HUMPHREY ( CONT' D)
Till both of us arrive, at her request,
Sone ten mles off in the wild WAl tham Forest.

VENTUREWEL L
If this be all, you shall not need to fear
Any denial in your |ove. Proceed,
"1l neither follow nor repent the deed.

HUMPHREY
Good night, twenty good nights, and twenty nore,
And twenty nore good ni ghts. That makes threescore.

Exeunt .

SCENE TWD
Wal t ham For est .

Enter M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT (with jewel casket and
purse), and her son M CHAEL.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
Cone, Mchael, art thou not weary, boy?

M CHAEL
No, forsooth, nother, not 1I.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
Where be we now, chil d?

M CHAEL
| ndeed, forsooth, nother, | cannot tell, unless we be at M| e-
End. Is not all the world M| e-End, nother?

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
No, Mchael, not all the world, boy; but |I can assure thee,
M chael, Mle-End is a goodly matter. There has been a
pitchfield, ny child, between the naughty Spaniels and the
Engl i shnmen, and the Spaniels ran away, M chael, and the
Engl i shmen fol |l owed. My nei ghbor Coxstone was there, boy, and
killed themall with a birding piece.

M CHAEL
Mot her, forsooth —

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
What says ny white boy?
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M CHAEL
Shall not ny father go wth us too?

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
No, Mchael, let thy father go snick-up. He shall never cone
between a pair of sheets with ne again while he lives. Let
himstay at hone and sing for his supper, boy. Cone, child,
sit down, and I'Il show ny boy fine knacks indeed. Look here,
M chael, here's a ring, and here's a brooch, and here's a
bracel et, and here's two rings nore, and here's noney and
gold by th' eye, ny boy.

M CHAEL
Shall | have all this, Mther?

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
Ay, Mchael, thou shalt have all, M chael.

Cl Tl ZEN
How li k' st thou this, wench?
W FE
| cannot tell. I would have Rafe, George. I'lI|l see no nore
el se, indeed, la, and | pray you |l et the youths understand so
much by word of nouth; for | tell you truly, I"'mafraid o' ny

boy. Cone, cone, Ceorge, let's be nerry and wise. The child's
a fatherless child; and say they should put himinto a

strai ght pair of gaskins, 'twere worse than knot-grass: he
woul d never grow after it.

Enter RAFE, TIM and GEORGE.

Cl Tl ZEN
Here's Rafe; here's Rafe.

W FE
How do you, Rafe? You are welcone, Rafe, as | nmay say. It's a
good boy. Hold up thy head, and be not afraid. W are thy
friends, Rafe. The gentlenen will praise thee, Rafe, if thou
play'st thy part with audacity. Begin, Rafe, o' God s nane.

RAFE
My trusty squire, unlace ny helm Gve ne ny hat. Were are
we, or what desert may this be?

GEORCGE
Mrror of knighthood, this is, as | take it, the perilous
Wl t ham Down, in whose bottom stands the enchanted vall ey.
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M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
O Mchael, we are betrayed; we are betrayed. Here be giants.
Fly, boy; fly, boy; fly!

Exeunt MOTHER and M CHAEL, dropping purse and
casket .

RAFE
Lace on ny hel magain. Wiat noise is this?
A gentle lady flying the enbrace
O some uncourteous knight? I will relieve her.
CGo, squire, and say, the knight that wears this pestle
In honor of all |adies, swears revenge
Upon that recreant coward that pursues her
Go confort her, and that sane gentle squire
That bears her conpany.

TIM
| go, brave knight.
(Exit)

RAFE
M/ trusty dwarf and friend, reach ne ny shield,
And hold it while | swear. First by ny kni ghthood;
Then by the soul of Amadis de Gaul,
My fanous ancestor; then by ny sword
The beauteous Brionella girt about ne;
By this bright burning pestle, of mne honor
The living trophy; and by all respect
Due to distressed dansels: here | vow
Never to end the quest of this fair |ady
And that forsaken squire till by ny valor
| gain their |iberty.

Exeunt .

GEORGE
Heaven bl ess the kni ght
That thus relieves poor errant gentlewonen.

W FE

Ay, marry, Rafe, this has sone savor in't. — | would see the
proudest of themall offer to carry his books after him But,
Ceorge, | will not have himgo away so soon. | shall be sick
if he go away, that | shall. Call Rafe again, Ceorge, cal
Rafe again. | prithee, sweetheart, let himconme fight before
me, and let's ha'" sonme druns and sone trunpets, and let him
kill all that cones near him and thou | ov'st ne, Ceorge.
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Cl Tl ZEN
Peace a little, bird; he shall kill themall, and they were
twenty nore on 'emthan there are.

Ent er JASPER.

JASPER
Now, Fortune, if thou be'st not only ill,
Show e thy better face, and bring about
Thy desperate wheel, that | may clinb at |length
And stand. This is our place of neeting,
I f | ove have any constancy. O age,
Wiere only weal thy nen are counted happy.
How shall | please thee, how deserve thy smles,
When | amonly rich in msery?
M/ father's blessing, and this little coin
I's ny inheritance, a strong revenue.
Fromearth thou art, and to the earth | give thee.
(Throws away t he noney)
There grow and nmultiply whilst fresher air
Breeds ne a fresher fortune. — How, illusion!
(Spi es the casket)
What, hath the devil coined hinself before ne?
"Tis netal good; it rings well. | am waking,
And taking too, | hope. Now God's dear bl essing
Upon his heart that left it here. 'us mne.
These pearls, | take it, were not |left for sw ne.
(Exit)

W FE
| do not like that this unthrifty youth should enbezzl e away
t he noney. The poor gentl ewoman, his nother, will have a
heavy heart for it, God knows.

Cl TI ZEN
And reason good, sweetheart.
W FE
But let himgo. I'lIl tell Rafe a tale in's ear shall fetch
himagain with a wanion, | warrant him if he be above

ground; and besi des, George, here are a nunber of sufficient
gentl emren can witness, and nyself, and yourself, and the
musicians, if we be called in question. But here cones Rafe,
George. Thou shalt hear himspeak an he were an enperall
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SCENE THREE

Anot her part of the forest.
Ent er RAFE and CGEORCE.

RAFE
Conmes not sir squire again?

GECRGE
Ri ght courteous knight,
Your squire doth conme and with himcones the |ady,
(Enter M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT, and M CHAEL, and TIM
For and the Squire of Dansels, as | take it.

RAFE
Madam if any service or devoir
O a poor errant knight may right your w ongs,
Command it. | ampressed to give you succor,
For to that holy end | bear ny arnor.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
Alas, sir, | ama poor gentlewnan, and | have | ost ny noney
inthis forest.

RAFE
Desert, you would say, |ady, and not | ost
Wil st | have sword and |ance. Dry up your tears,
Wiich ill befits the beauty of that face,
And tell the story, if | may request it,
O your disastrous fortune.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
Qut, alas! | left a thousand pound, a thousand pound, e'en
all the nmoney | had laid up for this youth, upon the sight of
your mastership, you |looked so grim and, as | nmay say it,
Savi ng your presence, nore like a giant than a nortal man.

RAFE
| amas you are, |ady; so are they,
Al nortal. But why weeps this gentle squire?
M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
Has he not cause to weep, do you think, when he hath lost his
i nheritance?



THE KNI GHT OF THE BURNI NG PESTLE [ -2-32]

RAFE
Young hope of valor, weep not. | amhere
That will confound thy foe and pay it dear
Upon his coward head, that dares deny
Di stressed squires and | adies equity.
| have but one horse, on which shall ride
This lady fair behind ne, and before
This courteous squire. Fortune will give us nore
Upon our next adventure. Fairly speed
Besi de us, squire and dwarf, to do us need.

Exeunt .

Cl Tl ZEN
Didnot I tell you, Nell, what your man woul d do? By the
faith of ny body, wench, for clean action and good delivery,
they may all cast their caps at him

W FE
And so they may, i'faith, for | dare speak it boldly, the
twel ve conpani es of London cannot match him tinber for
tinmber. Well, CGeorge, and he be not inveigled by sone of
these paltry players, I ha nuch marvel; but, CGeorge, we ha
done our parts, if the boy have any grace to be thankful.

G Tl ZEN
Yes, | warrant thee, duckling.

SCENE FOUR
Anot her part of the forest.
Ent er HUVPHREY and LUCY.

HUMPHREY
Good M stress Lucy, however | in fault am
For your |ame horse, you' re wel cone unto Wal t ham
But which way now to go or what to say
| know not truly, till it be broad day.

LUCY
O fear not, Mster Hunphrey, | am guide
For this place good enough.

HUVPHREY
Then up and ri de,
O, if it please you, wal k for your repose,

( MCRE)
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HUMPHREY ( CONT' D)
O sit, or, if you will, go pluck a rose;
Ei ther of which shall be indifferent
To your good friend and Hunphrey, whose consent
Is so entangled ever to your wll
As the poor harmess horse is to the mll.

LUCY
Faith, and you say the word, we'll e'en sit down
And take a nap.
HUVPHREY

"Tis better in the town,
Wiere we nmay nap together; for, believe ne,
To sleep without a snatch would mckle grieve ne.

LUCY
You're nerry, Master Hunphrey.

HUVPHREY
So | am
And have been ever nerry fromny dam

LUCY
Your nurse had the | ess | abor.

HUMPHREY
Faith, it may be,
Unless it were by chance | did beray ne.

Ent er JASPER.

JASPER
Lucy, dear friend, Lucy.
LUCY
Here, Jasper.
JASPER
You are m ne.
HUVPHREY

If it be so, ny friend, you use ne fine.
What do you think I an®

JASPER
An arrant noddy.
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HUMPHREY
A word of obl oquy! Now, by God's body,
"1l tell thy master, for | know thee well.

JASPER
Nay, and you be so forward for to tell,
Take that, and that, and tell him sir, | gave it,
(Beats him
And say | paid you well

HUMPHREY
O sir, | have it,
And do confess the paynent. Pray be quiet.

JASPER
CGo, get to your nightcap and the diet
To cure your beaten bones.

LUCY
Al as, poor Hunphrey,
CGet thee sone whol esone broth with sage and confrey;
Alittle oil of roses and a feat her
To 'noint thy back withall.

HUMPHREY
Wien | cane hither
Wuld | had gone to Paris with John Dory.

LUCY
Farewel |, ny pretty nunp. | amvery sorry
| cannot bear thee conpany.
HUMPHREY

Farewel | ,
The devil's damwas ne' er so banged in hell.

Exeunt LUCY and JASPER

W FE
Thi s young Jasper will prove ne another things, o ny
consci ence, and he may be suffered. CGeorge, dost not see,
George, how 'a swaggers and flies at the very heads o' folks

as he were a dragon? Wll, if I do not do his |esson for
wongi ng the poor gentlenman, | amno true woman. H's friends
t hat brought himup m ght have been better occupied, i-ws,

than ha' taught himthese fegaries. He's e en in the highway
to the gallows, God bless him
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Cl Tl ZEN
You're too bitter, cony; the young man nmay do well|l enough for
all this.

W FE
Cone hither, Master Hunphrey. Has he hurt you? Now beshrew
his fingers for't. Here, sweetheart, here's sone green gi nger
for thee. — Now beshrew ny heart, but 'a has peppernel in's
head, as big as a pullet's egg. — A as, sweet |anb, how thy
tenpl es beat. Take the peace on him sweetheart; take the
peace on him

Enter a BOY.
C TI ZEN
No, no, you talk like a foolish worran. 'l ha' Rafe fight
with him and swinge himup well-favoredly. — Sirrah boy,

cone hither. Let Rafe conme in and fight wth Jasper.

W FE
Ay, and beat himwell; he's an unhappy boy.

BOY
Sir, you nmust pardon us. The plot of our play lies contrary,
and '"twi Il hazard the spoiling of our play.

Cl Tl ZEN
Plot me no plots. I'll ha" Rafe conme out. |'ll nake your
house too hot for you el se.
BOY

Wiy, sir, he shall; but if anything fall out of order, the
gent| emen nust pardon us.

Cl TI ZEN
Go your ways, goodman boy.

(Exit BOY)
— I"1'l hold hima penny he shall have his bellyful of
fighting now Ho, here cones Rafe; no nore.
SCENE FI VE
Anot her part of the forest.

Enter RAFE, M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT, M CHAEL, and
TI'M



THE KNI GHT OF THE BURNI NG PESTLE [ - 2- 36]

RAFE
What knight is that, squire? Ask himif he keep
The passage, bound by love of lady fair,
O el se but prickant.

HUMPHREY
Sir, I amno knight,
But a poor gentleman, that this same night
Had stol'n fromne on yonder green
M/ lovely wife, and suffered (to be seen
Yet extant on ny shoul ders) such a greeting
That whilst | live |l shall think of that mneeting.

W FE
Ay, Rafe, he beat himunnercifully, Rafe; and thou spar' st
him Rafe, | would thou wert hanged.

Cl Tl ZEN
No nore, wife, no nore.

RAFE
Wiere is the caitiff wetch hath done this deed?
Lady, your pardon, that | may proceed
Upon the quest of this injurious knight.
And thou, fair squire, repute ne not the worse,
In | eaving the great venture of the purse
And the rich casket till sone better |eisure.

Enter JASPER and LUCY.

HUMPHREY
Here cones the broker hath purloined ny treasure.

RAFE
Go, squire, and tell himl am here,
An errant knight-at-arnms, to crave delivery
O that fair lady to her own knight's arns.
I f he deny, bid himtake choi ce of ground,
And so defy him

TIM
Fromthe knight that bears
The gol den pestle, | defy thee, knight,
Unl ess thou nake fair restitution
O that bright |ady.
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JASPER
Tell the knight that sent thee
He is an ass, and | will keep the wench
And knock hi s head- pi ece.

RAFE
Kni ght, thou art but dead,
If thou recall not thy uncourteous terns.

W FE

Break's pate, Rafe; break's pate, Rafe, soundly.
JASPER

Cone, knight, | amready for you. Now your pestle

(Snatches away his pestle)
Shall try what tenper, sir, your nortar's of.
"Wth that he stood upright in his stirrups,
And gave the Knight of the Cal fskin such a knock
(Knocks RAFE down)
That he forsook his horse and down he fell,
And then he | eaped upon him and plucking off his helnet — "

HUMPHREY
Nay, and ny nobl e kni ght be down so soon,
Though | can scarcely go, | needs nust run.

Exi t HUWHREY and RAFE

W FE
Run, Rafe; run, Rafe; run for thy life, BOY
Jasper cones, Jasper cones.

JASPER
Cone, Lucy, we nust have other arns for you
Hunphrey and CGol den Pestl e, both adieu.

Exeunt .

W FE
Sure the devil, God bless us, is in this springald. Wy,
George, didst ever see such a fire-drake? | amafraid ny
boy's mscarried. If he be, though he were Master
Merrythought's son a thousand tines, if there be any lawin

England, 1'll nmake sonme of themsmart for't.
Cl Tl ZEN
No, no, | have found out the matter, sweetheart. Jasper is

enchanted. As sure as we are here, he is enchanted. He coul d

( MCRE)
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Cl TI ZEN ( CONT' D)
no nore have stood in Rafe's hands than | can stand in ny
Lord Mayor's. |I'Il have a ring to discover all enchantnents,
and Rafe shall beat himyet. Be no nore vex' d, for it shal
be so.

SCENE SI X
Before the Bell Inn, Waltham

Enter RAFE, TIM GECRCE, M STRESS MERRYTHCUGHT, and
M CHAEL.

W FE
O husband, here's Rafe again. — Stay, Rafe, let ne speak
with thee. How dost thou, Rafe? Art thou not shrodly hurt?
The foul great lungies laid unnercifully on thee. There's
sone sugar candy for thee. Proceed. Thou shalt have anot her
bout with him

C Tl ZEN
If Rafe had himat the fencing school, if he did not nake a
puppy of himand drive himup and down the school, he shoul d
ne'er cone in ny shop nore.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
Truly, Master Knight of the Burning Pestle, | amweary.

M CHAEL
| ndeed, la, nother, and | amvery hungry.

RAFE
Take confort, gentle dane, and you, fair squire,
For in this desert there nust needs be placed
Many strong castles held by courteous knights;
And till | bring you safe to one of those,
| swear by this ny order ne'er to | eave you.

W FE
Wel| said, Rafe. — George, Rafe was ever confortable, was he
not ?
Cl Tl ZEN
Yes, duck.
W FE

| shall ne'er forget him when we had | ost our child (you
know it was strayed al nost, alone, to Puddl ewharf, and the
criers were abroad for it, and there it had drowned itself

( MCRE)
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W FE ( CONT' D)
but for a sculler); Rafe was the nost confortablest to ne.
"Peace, mstress," says he, "let it go; I'lIl get you another
as good." Did he not, George; did he not say so?

Cl Tl ZEN
Yes, indeed, did he, nouse.

GEORGE
| would we had a ness of pottage and a pot of drink, squire,
and were going to bed.

TI M
Wiy, we are at Walthamtown's end, and that's the Bell Inn.

GECRGE
Take courage, valiant knight, dansel, and squire.
| have di scovered, not a stone's cast off,
An anci ent castle, held by the old knight
O the nost holy order of the Bell
Who gives to all knights errant entertain.
There plenty is of food, and all prepared
By the white hands of his own | ady dear
He bath three squires that wel cone all his guests.
The first bight Chanberlino, who will see
Qur beds prepared, and bring us snowy sheets,
Where never footman stretched his buttered hans.
The second bight Tapstero, who will see
Qur pots full filled and no froth therein.
The third, a gentle squire, Gstlero bight,
Who will our palfreys slick with wisps of straw,
And in the manger put them oats enough,
And never grease their teeth with candle snuff.

W FE
That sane dwarf's a pretty boy, but the squire's a groutnol

RAFE
Knock at the gates, ny squire, with stately I ance.

Ent er TAPSTER

TAPSTER
Who's there? — You're wel cone, gentlemen. WIIl you see a
roonf

GECRGE

Ri ght courteous and valiant Knight of the Burning Pestle,
this is the squire Tapstero.
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RAFE
Fair squire Tapstero, | a wand' ring knight,
H ght of the Burning Pestle, in the quest
O this fair lady's casket and wought purse,
Losing nyself in this vast wi |l derness
Amto this castle well by fortune brought,
Wiere, hearing of the goodly entertain
Your knight of holy order of the Bel
Gves to all dansels and all errant knights,
| thought to knock, and now am bold to enter.

TAPSTER
An't pl ease you see a chanber, you are very wel cone.
Exeunt .
W FE
George, | woul d have sonet hing done, and | cannot tell what
it is.
Cl Tl ZEN
What is it, Nell?
W FE

Wiy, George, shall Rafe beat nobody agai n? Prithee,
sweet heart, let him

G Tl ZEN

So he shall, Nell, and if I join with him we'll knock them
all.

SCENE SEVEN

A roomin the house of the Merchant Venturewel|.
Enter HUVPHREY and VENTURBEWELL.

W FE
O Ceorge, here's Master Hunmphrey again now, that | ost
M stress Lucy, and Mstress Lucy's father. Master Hunphrey
will do sonebody's errand, | warrant him

HUMPHREY
Father, it's true in arns | ne'er shall clasp her,
For she is stol'n away by your man Jasper.
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W FE
| thought he would tell him

VENTUREWEL L
Unhappy that | amto lose ny child!
Now | begin to think on Jasper's words,
Who oft hath urged to ne thy foolishness.
Wiy didst thou | et her go? Thou | ov' st her not,
That woul dst bring home thy life, and not bring her.

HUMPHREY
Father, forgive ne. Shall | tell you true?
Look on ny shoul ders. They are bl ack and bl ue.
Wiilst to and fro fair Lucy and | were w ndi ng,
He cane and basted ne with a hedge- bi ndi ng.

VENTUREWEL L
Get men and horses straight. W will be there
Wthin this hour. You know the place agai n?

HUVPHREY
| know the place where he ny |oins did swaddl e.
"1l get six horses, and to each a saddl e.

VENTUREWEL L
Meantime |1'll go talk with Jasper's father.
Exeunt .
W FE

CGeorge, what wilt thou lay with ne now t hat Master Hunphrey
has not Mstress Lucy yet? Speak, CGeorge, what wilt thou |ay
with nme?

Cl Tl ZEN
No, Nell, | warrant thee Jasper is at Puckeridge with her by
t his.
W FE
Nay, Ceorge, you nust consider Mstress Lucy's feet are
tender, and besides 'tis dark; and | promse you truly, | do

not see how he should get out of Waltham Forest with her yet.

C Tl ZEN
Nay, cony, what wilt thou lay with ne that Rafe has her not
yet ?
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W FE
| wll not |lay against Rafe, honey, because | have not spoken
with him But | ook, George, peace; here cones the nerry old
gent| eman agai n.

SCENE EI GHT

A roomin Merrythought's house.
Enter OLD MERRYTHOUGHT.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
(sings)
When it was grown to dark m dni ght,
And all were fast asl eep,
In came Margaret's grimy ghost,
And stood at Wlliams feet.
| have noney and neat and drink beforehand till tonorrow at
noon. Wiy should | be sad? Methinks | have half a dozen
jovial spirits within me.
(Si ngs)
| amthree nerry nen, and three nmerry nen.
To what end should any nan be sad in this world? Gve ne a
man t hat when he goes to hanging cries:

(Si ngs)
Trol|l the black bow to ne!
and a woman that will sing a catch in her travail. | have

seen a man cone by nmy door with a serious face, in a black

cl oak, without a hatband, carrying his head as if he | ooked
for pins in the street. | have | ooked Qut of ny wi ndow half a
year after, and have spied that nman's head upon London
Bridge. 'Tis vile. Never trust a tailor that does not sing at
his work; his mnd is of nothing but filching.

W FE
Mark this, CGeorge; 'tis worth noting. Codfrey, ny tailor, you
know, never sings, and he had fourteen yards to nmake this
gown; and I'lIl be sworn, M stress Pennystone, the draper's
wi fe, had one nade with twel ve.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
(sings)
"Tis mrth that fills the veins w th bl ood,
More than wi ne, or sleep, or food,
Let each man keep his heart at ease:
No man dies of that disease.
He that would his body keep

( MCRE)
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OLD MERRYTHOUGHT ( CONT' D)
From di seases nust not weep,
But whoever | aughs and sings
Never he his body brings
Into fevers, gouts, or rheuns,
O ling' ringly his lungs consunes,
O neets with aches in the bone,
O catarrhs or griping stone,
But contented |ives for ay;
The nore he | aughs, the nore he may.

W FE
Look, George; how say'st thou by this, George? Is't not a
fine old man? — Now CGod's blessing o' thy sweet lips. —

Wien wilt thou be so nerry, George? Faith, thou art the
frowning' st little thing, when thou art angry, in a country.

Ent er VENTUREWELL

Cl Tl ZEN
Peace, cony; thou shalt see himtaken down too, | warrant
thee. Here's Lucy's father cone now.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
(sings)
As you cane from Wl si ngham
Fromthat holy | and,
There net you not with ny true | ove
By the way as you cane?

VENTUREWEL L
O Master Merrythought, ny daughter's gone.
This mrth becones you not; ny daughter's gone.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
(sings)
Wy, an if she be, what care |?
O let her cone, or go, or tarry.

VENTUREWEL L
Mock not nmy msery. It is your son,
Whiom | have nmade ny own, when all forsook him
Has stol'n ny only joy, ny child, away.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
(sings)
He set her on a mlk-white steed,
And hinsel f upon a gray.
He never turned his face again,
But he bore her quite away.
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VENTUREWEL L
Unwort hy of the kindness | have shown
To thee and thine!l Too late | well perceive
Thou art consenting to ny daughter's | oss.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
Your daughter! what a stir's here wi' yer daughter. Let her
go. Think no nore on her, but sing loud. If both ny sons were
on the gallows, | would sing,
Down, down, down, they fal
Down; and arise they never shall.

VENTUREWEL L
O mght | behold her once again,
And she once nore enbrace her aged sire.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
Fie, how scurvily this goes! "And she once nore enbrace her

aged sire ?" You'll nake a dog on her, will ye? She cares
much for her aged sire, | warrant you.
(Si ngs)

She cares not for her daddy, nor
She cares not for her nommy;

For she is, she is, sheis, sheis
My Lord of Lowgave's | assy.

VENTUREWEL L
For this thy scorn, | wll pursue that son
O thine to death.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
Do, and when you ha' killed him
(Si ngs)
Gve himflowers enow, palner; give himflowers enow
G ve himred, and white, and blue, green, and yell ow

VENTUREWEL L
"1l fetch ny daughter

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
"1l hear no nore o' your daughter. It spoils ny mrth.

VENTUREWEL L
| say, I'll fetch ny daughter.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
(sings)
Was never man for |ady's sake,

( MCRE)
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OLD MERRYTHOUGHT ( CONT' D)
Down, down,
Tornented as | poor Sir Quy,
De derry down,
For Lucy's sake, that |ady bright,
Down, down,
As ever nen beheld with eye,
De derry down.

VENTUREWEL L
be revenged, by Heaven.

Exeunt. Misic.

END OF ACT TWO

| NTERLUDE TWO
W FE
How dost thou like this, George?
Cl Tl ZEN
Wiy, this is well, cony. But if Rafe were hot once, thou
shoul dst see nore.
W FE
The fiddlers go again, husband.
Cl Tl ZEN
Ay, Nell, but this is scurvy nusic. | gave the whoreson
gal l ows noney, and | think he has not got ne the waits of
Sout hwark. If | hear himnot anon, I'll tw nge himby the
ears. — You nusici ans, play Bal oo.
W FE
No, good Ceorge, let's ha' Lachrynae.
Cl Tl ZEN
Wiy, this is it, cony.
W FE

It's all the better, George. Now, sweet |anb, what story is
t hat pai nted upon the cloth? The Confutation of Saint Paul ?

No,

Cl Tl ZEN
lanb, that's Rafe and Lucrece.
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W FE
Raf e and Lucrece? Wi ch Rafe? Qur Rafe?
Cl Tl ZEN
No, nouse, that was a Tartari an.
W FE
A Tartarian? Wll, | would the fiddl ers had done, that we

m ght see our Rafe again.

END OF | NTERLUDE TWO
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ACT THREE

SCENE ONE
Val t ham For est .
Enter JASPER and LUCY.

JASPER
Cone, ny dear dear; though we have | ost our way,
V¢ have not |ost ourselves. Are you not weary
Wth this night's wand' ring, broken fromyour rest,
And frighted with the terror that attends
The darkness of this wld, unpeopled place?

LUCY
No, ny best friend, | cannot either fear
O entertain a weary thought, whilst you
(The end of all ny full desires) stand by ne.
Let themthat |ose their hopes, and live to | angui sh
Anongst the nunber of forsaken |overs,
Tell the long weary steps, and nunber tine,
Start at a shadow, and shrink up their bl ood,
Wil st | (possessed with all content and quiet)
Thus take ny pretty |love, and thus enbrace him

JASPER
You have caught ne, Lucy, so fast, that whilst | live
| shall beconme your faithful prisoner,
And wear these chains forever! Cone, sit down,
And rest your body, too, too delicate
For these disturbances. So, will you sl eep?
Cone, do not be nore able than you are.
| know you are not skillful in these watches,
For wonen are no sol diers. Be not nice,
But take it. Sleep, | say.

LUCY
| cannot sl eep.
| ndeed, | cannot, friend.

JASPER
Wiy, then, we'll sing,
And try how that will work upon our senses.
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LUCY
"1l sing, or say, or anything but sleep.
JASPER
Cone, little nermaid, rob ne of ny heart
Wth that enchanting voice.
LUCY
You nock ne, Jasper
JASPER

Tell me, dearest, what is | ove?

LUCY
"Tis a lightning from above,
"Tis on arrow, 'tis afire,
"Tis a boy they call Desire,
"Tis asmle
Dot h beguil e

JASPER
The poor hearts of nen that prove.
Tell me nore: are wonen true?

LUCY
Sone | ove change, and so do you.
JASPER
Are they fair, and never kind?
LUCY
Yes, when nen turn with the w nd.
JASPER
Are they froward?
LUCY

Ever toward
Those that | ove, to | ove anew.

JASPER
Dissenble it no nore. | see the god
O heavy sleep lay on his heavy nace
Upon your eyelids.

LUCY
| amvery heavy.
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JASPER
Sl eep, sleep, and quiet rest crown thy sweet thoughts.
Keep fromher fair blood distenpers, startings,
Horrors, and fearful shapes. Let all her dreans
Be joys and chaste delights, enbraces, w shes,
And such new pl easures as the ravi shed sou
@ ves to the senses. So, ny charns have took.
Keep her, you powers divine, whilst | contenplate
Upon the wealth and beauty of her m nd.
She is only fair and constant, only kind,
And only to thee, Jasper. O ny joys,
Wiither will you transport nme? Let not ful ness
O ny poor buried hopes cone up together
And overcharge ny spirits. | am weak.
Sone say (however ill) the sea and wonen
Are governed by the noon: both ebb and fl ow,
Both full of changes. Yet to themthat know
And truly judge, these but opinions are,
And heresies to bring on pleasing war
Bet ween our tenpers, that w thout these were
Both void of after-love and present fear,
Wi ch are the best of Cupid. Othou child
Bred. fromdespair, | dare not entertain thee,
Having a | ove without the faults of wonen,
And greater in her perfect goods than nen;
Whi ch to nake good, and pl ease nyself the stronger,
Though certainly I amcertain of her |ove,
"Il try her, that the world and nenory
May sing to aftertines her constancy.
— Lucy, Lucy, awake.

LUCY
Way do you fright me, friend,
Wth those distenpered | ooks? What makes your sword
Drawn in your hand? Wio hath of fended you?
| prithee, Jasper, sleep; thou art wild wth watching.

JASPER
Cone, make your way to heaven, and bid the world
Wth all the villainies that stick upon it

Farewel | . You' re for another life.
LUCY

O, Jasper,

How have ny tender years commtted evi

(Especially against the man | |ove),

Thus to be cropped untinely?
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JASPER
Foolish girl,
Canst thou imagine I could | ove his daughter
That flung me fromny fortune into nothing,
D scharged ne his service, shut the doors
Upon ny poverty, and scorned ny prayers,
Sending ne, |ike a boat w thout a nast,
To sink or swin? Cone, by this hand you die.
| nmust have life and blood to satisfy
Your father's wongs.

W FE
Away, Ceorge, away, raise the watch at Ludgate, and bring a
mttinmus fromthe justice for this desperate villain. — Now,
| charge you, gentlenen, see the king' s peace kept! — O ny

heart, what a varlet's this to offer mansl aughter upon the
har m ess gent | ewonman!

Cl Tl ZEN
| warrant thee, sweetheart, we'll have hi m hanpered.

LUCY
O Jasper, be not cruel.
If thou wilt kill me, smle and do it quickly,
And | et not many deat hs appear before ne.
| am a wonman, nmade of fear and | ove,
A weak, weak woman. Kill not with thy eyes.
They shoot ne through and through. Strike; | amready,
And, dying, still | |ove thee.

Ent er VENTUREWELL, HUMPHREY, and his nen

VENTUREWEL L
Wher eabout s?
JASPER
(asi de)
No nore of this; nowto nyself again.
HUVPHREY
There, there he stands, with sword, |ike martial knight,

Drawn in his hand; therefore, beware the fight,
You that be wise. For were | good Sir Bevis
| would not stay his com ng, by your |eaves.

VENTUREWEL L
Sirrah, restore ny daughter.
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JASPER
Sirrah, no.
VENTUREWEL L
Upon him then.
W FE

So, down with him down with him down with him Cut him
i'"th' leg, boys; cut himi'th |eg!

VENTUREWEL L
Cone your ways, mnion. I'll provide a cage
For you, you're grown so tane. — Horse her away.
HUVPHREY

Truly I'"mglad your forces have the day.
Exeunt. JASPER renai ns.

JASPER
They are gone, and | amhurt; ny love is |ost,
Never to get again. O ne unhappy!
Bl eed, bleed, and die, | cannot. Ony folly,
Thou hast betrayed ne. Hope, where art thou fled?
Tell me if thou be'st anywhere renaining.
Shall | but see ny |ove again? O no!
She will not deign to | ook upon her butcher,
Nor is it fit she should; yet I nust venture.
O Chance, or Fortune, or whate'er thou art
That nmen adore for powerful, hear ny cry,

And let ne loving, live; or losing, die.
(Exit)
W FE
Is "a gone, George?
G Tl ZEN
Ay, cony.
W FE

Marry, and | et himgo, sweetheart. By the faith o' ny body,
"a has put ne into such a fright that |I trenble, as they say,
as 'twere an aspen leaf. Look o' ny little finger, George,
how it shakes. Now, i'truth, every nenber of ny body is the
worse for't.
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Cl Tl ZEN
Cone, hug in mne arns, sweet nouse. He shall not fright thee
any nore. Alas, mne own dear heart, how it quivers.

SCENE TWD
Aroomin the Bell Inn, Waltham

Enter M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT, RAFE, M CHAEL, TIM
GEORCE, HOST, and a TAPSTER

W FE
O Rafe, how dost thou, Rafe? How hast thou slept tonight?
Has the kni ght used thee wel|?

Cl Tl ZEN
Peace, Nell: let Rafe al one.

TAPSTER
Master, the reckoning is not paid.

RAFE
Ri ght courteous knight, who, for the order's sake
Wi ch thou hast ta'en hang' st out the holy bell,
As | this flamng pestle bear about,
W render thanks to your puissant self,
Your beauteous |ady, and your gentle squires,
For thus refreshing of our wearied |inbs,
Stiffened with hard achievenents in wild desert.

TAPSTER
Sir, there is twelve shillings to pay.

RAFE

Thou merry squire, Tapstero, thanks to thee
For conforting our souls wth double jug;
And if advent'rous fortune prick thee forth,
Thou jovial squire, to follow feats of arns,
Take heed thou tender every |ady's cause,
Every true knight and every dansel fair;

But spill the bl ood of treacherous Sarazens
And fal se enchanters, that with nmagic spells
Have done to death full many a nobl e kni ght.
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HOST
Thou val i ant Knight of the Burning Pestle, give ear to ne;
there is twelve shillings to pay, and, as | ama true knight,
| will not bate a penny.

W FE
Ceorge, | pray thee, tell ne, nust Rafe pay twelve shillings
now?

Cl Tl ZEN

No, Nell, no; nothing but the old knight is nmerry with Rafe.

W FE
O is't nothing else? Rafe will be as nerry as he.

RAFE
Sir knight, this mrth of yours beconmes you well;
But, to requite this liberal courtesy,
I f any of your squires will follow arns,
He shall receive fromny heroic hand
A kni ght hood, by the virtue of this pestle.

HOST
Fair knight, | thank you for your noble offer.
Therefore, gentle knight,
Twel ve shillings you nust pay, or | nust cap you.
W FE
Look, George, did not |I tell thee as much; the Knight of the
Bell is in earnest. Rafe shall not be beholding to him G ve

hi m hi s noney, George, and | et himgo snick-up

C TI ZEN
Cap Rafe? No. — Hold your hand, Sir Knight of the Bell;
there's your noney. Have you anything to say to Rafe now? Cap
Raf e!

W FE
| would you should know it, Rafe has friends that will not
suffer himto be capped for ten tines so nmuch, and ten tines
to the end of that. — Now take thy course, Rafe.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
Cone, Mchael, thou and I wll go home to thy father. He hath
enough left to keep us a day or two, and we'll set fell ows
abroad to cry our purse and our casket. Shall we, M chael?
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M CHAEL
Ay, | pray, nmother. In truth ny feet are full of chilblains
with traveling.

W FE
Faith, and those chilblains are a foul trouble. Mstress
Mer ryt hought, when your youth cones hone, let himrub all the
soles of his feet and the heels and his ankles wth a nouse
skin, or if none of your people can catch a nouse, when he
goes to bed let himroll his feet in the warmenbers, and |
warrant you he shall be well; and you may nmake himput his
fingers between his toes and snell to them It's very
sovereign for his head if he be costive.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
Mast er Kni ght of the Burning Pestle, ny son Mchael and | bid

you farewell. | thank your worship heartily for your
ki ndness.

RAFE
Farewel |, fair lady, and your tender squire.

I f pricking through these deserts | do hear

O any traitorous knight who through his guile
Hat h |ight upon your casket and your purse,

Il will despoil himof themand restore them

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
| thank your worship
(Exit with M CHAEL)

RAFE
Dnarf, bear ny shield; squire, elevate ny | ance.
And now farewel |, you Knight of holy Bell

Cl TI ZEN
Ay, ay, Rafe, all is paid.

RAFE
But yet before | go, speak, worthy knight,
| f aught you do of sad adventures know,
Where errant knight may through his prowess wn
Eternal fame and free sone gentle souls
From endl ess bonds of steel and ling' ring pain.

HOST
Sirrah, go to Nick the Barber and bid himprepare hinself, as
| told you before, quickly.
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TAPSTER
| am gone, sir.

Exit TAPSTER

HOST
Sir knight, this wlderness affordeth none
But the great venture, where full many a kni ght
Hath tried his prowess and cone off with shane,
And where | would not have you | ose your life
Agai nst no man but furious fiend of hell.

RAFE
Speak on, sir knight; tell what he is and where;
For here | vow, upon ny bl azi ng badge,
Never to blaze a day in quietness;

But bread and water will | only eat,
And the green herb and rock shall be ny couch,
Till I have quelled that man or beast or fiend

That wor ks such damage to all errant knights.

HOST
Not far from hence, near to a craggy cliff,
At the north end of this distressed town,
There doth stand a | owly house
Ruggedly builded, and in it a cave
I n which an ugly giant now dot h won,
Ycl eped Barbaroso. In his hand
He shakes a naked | ance of purest steel,
Wth sleeves turned up, and himbefore he wears
A notley garnent to preserve his clothes
From bl ood of those kni ghts which he nassacres,
And | adi es gent. Wthout his door doth hang
A copper basin on a prickant spear
At whi ch no sooner gentle knights can knock
But the shrill sound fierce Barbaroso hears,
And rushing forth, brings in the errant knight
And sets himdown in an enchanted chair.
Then with an engi ne which he hath prepared
Wth forty teeth, he claws his courtly crown;
Next makes hi mw nk, and underneath his chin
He plants a brazen piece of mghty bord,
And knocks his bullets round about his cheeks,
Wiilst with his fingers and an instrunent
Wth which he snaps his hair off he doth fill
The wetch's ears with a nost hi deous noi se.
Thus every kni ght adventurer he doth trim
And now no creature dares encounter him
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RAFE
In God's nane, | will fight him kind sir.
Go but before nme to this dismal cave
Wiere this huge giant, Barbaroso, dwells,
And, by that virtue that brave Rosicl eer
That dammed brood of ugly giants slew,
And Pal nmerin Frannarco overthrew,
| doubt not but to curb this traitor foul,
And to the devil send his guilty soul.

HOST
Brave sprighted knight, thus far I will perform
This your request: ['Il bring you within sight

O this nost | oat hsone pl ace, inhabited
By a nore | oat hsome nman; but dare not stay,
For his main force swoops all he sees away.

RAFE
Sai nt George, set on before! March, squire and page.
Exeunt .
W FE
George, dost think Rafe will confound the giant?
Cl Tl ZEN
| hold ny cap to a farthing he does. Wiy, Nell, | saw him

wastle with the great Dutchman and hurl him

W FE
Faith, and that Dutchman was a goodly man, if all things were
answerabl e to his bigness; and yet they say there was a
Scot chman hi gher than he, and that they two and a kni ght net
and saw one another for nothing; but of all the sights that
ever were in London since | was nmarried, nmethinks the little
child that was so fair grown about the nmenbers was the
prettiest, that and the hernmaphrodite.

Cl Tl ZEN
Nay, by your leave, Nell, N nivie was better.
W FE
Ninivie? O that was the story of Joan and the wall, was it
not, Ceorge?
Cl Tl ZEN

Yes, | anb.
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SCENE THREE

The street before Merrythought's house.

Enter M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT.

W FE
Look, George, here cones Mstress Merrythought again, and |
woul d have Rafe conme and fight with the giant. | tell you
true, | long to see't.
Cl TI ZEN

Good M stress Merrythought, be gone, | pray you, for ny sake.
| pray you, forbear a little. You shall have audi ence

presently. | have a little business.

W FE
M stress Merrythought, if it please you to refrain your
passion a little, till Rafe have di spatched the giant out of
the way, we shall think ourselves nuch bound to you. | thank

you, good M stress Merrythought.
Exit M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
Enter a BOY.
Cl Tl ZEN

Boy, cone hither. Send away Rafe and this whoreson giant
qui ckly.

BOY
In good faith, sir, we cannot. You'll utterly spoil our play
and make it to be hissed, and it cost noney. You wll not
suffer us to go on with our plot. — | pray, gentlenen, rule
hi m

Cl Tl ZEN

Let himcome now and dispatch this, and I'Il trouble you no
nor e.

BOY
WIIl you give ne your hand of that?

W FE
G@ve himthy hand, George, do, and I'll Kkiss him | warrant

t hee, the youth nmeans plainly.
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BOY
"Il send himto you presently.

W FE
| thank you, little youth.
(Exit BOY)
— Faith, the child hath a Sweet breath, George, but | think
it be troubled wth the worns. Carduus benedictus and mare's
mlk were the only thing in the world for't. O Rafe's here,
George. — God send thee good | uck, Rafe.

SCENE FOUR
Before a Barber's Shop, Waltham
Enter RAFE, HOST, TIM and GEORGE.

HOST
Pui ssant kni ght, yonder his mansion is.
Lo, where the spear and copper basin are.
Behol d that string on which hangs many a tooth
Drawn fromthe gentle jaw of wand' ring knights.
| dare not stay to sound; he will appear.

Exit HOST.

RAFE
O faint not, heart. Susan, ny |ady dear,
The cobbler's maid in MIk Street, for whose sake
| take these arns, Olet the thought of thee
Carry thy knight through all adventurous deeds;
And in the honor of thy beauteous self
May | destroy this nonster, Barbaroso.
Knock, squire, upon the basin, till it break
Wth the shrill strokes, or till the giant speak.

Ent er BARBER

W FE
O Ceorge, the giant, the giant! — Now, Rafe, for thy life.

BARBER
What fond unknowi ng wight is this, that dares
So rudely knock at Barbaroso's cell,
Where no man cones but | eaves his fleece behind?
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RAFE
|, traitorous caitiff, who amsent by fate
To punish all the sad enormties
Thou hast conmtted agai nst | adi es gent
And errant knights. Traitor to God and nen
Prepare thyself! This is the dismal hour
Appoi nted for thee to give strict account
O all thy beastly treacherous villainies.

BARBER
Fool hardy knight, full soon thou shalt aby
This fond reproach. Thy body will | bang,

(He takes down his pole)
And, lo, upon that string thy teeth shall hang.
Prepare thyself, for dead soon shalt thou be.

RAFE
Sai nt George for nel!
They fight.
BARBER
Gargantua for ne!
W FE

To him Rafe; to him Hold up the giant. Set out thy |eg
bef ore, Rafe.

Cl Tl ZEN
Falsify a blow, Rafe; falsify a blow The giant |ies open on
the left side.

W FE
Bear't off; bear't off still. There, boy. — O Rafe's al nost
down; Rafe's al nost down.

RAFE
Susan, inspire me. — Now have up agai n.

W FE

Up, up, up, up, up! So, Rafe, down with him down with him
Raf e.

G Tl ZEN
Fetch himo' er the hip, boy.

W FE
There, boy. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, Rafe.
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Cl Tl ZEN
No, Rafe, get all out of himfirst.

RAFE
Presunpt uous man, see to what desperate end
Thy treachery hath brought thee. The just gods,
Who never prosper those that do despise them
For all the villainies which thou hast done
To knights and | adi es, now have paid thee hone
By ny stiff arm a knight adventurous.
But say, vile wwetch, before | send thy sou
To sad Avernus, whither it must go,
What captives holdst thou in thy sabl e cave.

BARBER
Go in and free themall; thou hast the day.

RAFE
Co, squire and dwarf, search in this dreadful cave
And free the wetched prisoners fromtheir bonds.

Exit TIMand GEORGE.

BARBER
| crave for nercy, as thou art a knight,
And scorn'st to spill the blood of those that beg.

RAFE
Thou showed' st no nercy, nor shalt thou have any.
Prepare thyself, for thou shalt surely die.

Enter TIM |eading one winking, wth a basin under
hi s chin.

TIM
Behol d, brave knight, here is one prisoner,
Wiomthis wld man hath used as you see.

W FE
This is the first wise word | heard the squire speak.

RAFE
Speak what thou art and how t hou hast been used,
That | may give condi gn puni shnent.

I KN GHT
| am a knight that took ny journey post
Nort hward from London, and in courteous w se

( MCRE)
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| KNI GHT (CONT' D)
This giant trained me to his | oathsone den
Under pretense of killing of the itch,
And all ny body wth a powder strewed,
That smarts and stings, and cut away ny beard
And ny curled | ocks wherein were ribands tied,
And with a water washed ny tender eyes
(Whi I st up and down about ne still he skipped),
Wiose virtue is that till mne eyes be w ped
Wth a dry cloth, for this ny foul disgrace
| shall not dare to |look a dog i'th' face.

W FE
Al as, poor knight. — Relieve him Rafe; relieve poor knights
whi | st you |ive.

RAFE

M/ trusty squire, convey himto the town,
Wiere he may find relief. Adieu, fair knight.

Exit KN GHT.

Enter GEORCE, |eading one with a patch o' er his
nose.

CEORCGE
Pui ssant kni ght of the Burning Pestle hight,
See here another wetch whomthis foul beast
Hat h scorched and scored in this i nhuman w se.

RAFE
Speak me thy nane and eke thy place of birth,
And what hath been thy usage in this cave.

[1 KNI GHT
| ama knight, Sir Pockhole is ny nane,
And by ny birth I ama Londoner,
Free by ny copy; but ny ancestors
Were Frenchnen all; and riding hard this way
Upon a trotting horse, ny bones did ache;
And |, faint knight, to ease ny weary |inbs,
Light at this cave, when straight this furious fiend,
Wth sharpest instrunment of purest steel,
Did cut the gristle of nmy nose away,
And in the place this velvet plaster stands.
Rel i eve ne, gentle knight, out of his hands.

W FE
Good Rafe, relieve Sir Pockhole and send himaway, for in
truth, his breath stinks.
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RAFE
Convey himstraight after the other knight.
Sir Pockhole, fare you well.

Il KN GHT
Kind sir, good night.
(Exit)
Cries within.
MAN
(Wit hin)
Del i ver us.
WOVAN
(wi t hin)
Del i ver us.
W FE
Hark, George, what a woeful cry there is. | think sone woman
lies in there.
MAN
(Wit hin)
Del i ver us.
WOVAN
(wi t hin)
Del i ver us.
RAFE

What ghastly noise is this? Speak, Barbaroso,
O by this blazing steel thy head goes off.

BARBER
Prisoners of mne, whom!| in diet keep.
Send | ower down into the cave,
And in a tub that's heated snoking hot,
There may they find them and deliver them

RAFE
Run, squire and dwarf; deliver themw th speed.

Exeunt TIM and GEORGE.
W FE

But will not Rafe kill this giant? Surely, | amafeared if he
et himgo he will do as much hurt as ever he did.
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Cl Tl ZEN
Not so, nouse, neither, if he could convert him

W FE
Ay, Ceorge, if he could convert him but a giant is not so
soon converted as one of us ordinary people. There's a pretty
tale of a witch that had the devil's mark about her, God
bl ess us, that had a giant to her son, that was call ed Lob-
lie-by-the-fire. Didst never hear it, Ceorge?

Enter TIM leading a MAN with a glass of lotion in
his hand, and the CGEORGE, |eading a WOMAN with diet-
bread and dri nk.

C TI ZEN
Peace, Nell, here cones the prisoners.

GECRGE
Here be these pined wetches, manful knight,
That for these six weeks have not seen a w ght.

RAFE
Del i ver what you are, and how you cane
To this sad cave, and what your usage was.

MAN
| aman errant knight that foll owed arns
Wth spear and shield, and in ny tender years
| stricken was with Cupid' s fiery shaft
And fell in love with this ny |ady dear
And stole her fromher friends in Turnbull Street
And bore her up and down fromtown to town,
Wiere we did eat and drink and nusic hear,
Till at the length, at this unhappy town
W did arrive, and comng to this cave
Thi s beast us caught and put us in a tub,
Wiere we this two nonths sweat, and shoul d have done
Anot her nonth if you had not relieved us.

WOVAN
This bread and water hath our diet been,
Together with a rib cut froma neck
O burned mutton. Hard hath been our fare.
Rel ease us fromthis ugly giant's snare.

MAN
This hath been all the food we have received.
But only twice a day, for novelty,

( MCRE)
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MAN ( CONT" D)
He gave a spoonful of this hearty broth
To each of us, through this sane slender quill.
Pul | s out a syringe.

RAFE
Fromthis infernal nonster you shall go,
That useth knights and gentle | adi es so.
Convey t hem hence.

Exeunt MAN and WOVAN.

Cl Tl ZEN
Cony, | can tell thee the gentlenen |ike Rafe.
W FE
Ay, Ceorge, | see it well enough. — GCentlenen, | thank you

all heartily for gracing ny man Rafe, and | prom se you you
shall see himoft' ner.

BARBER
Mercy, great knight, | do recant ny ill
And henceforth never gentle blood will spill.

RAFE
| give thee nercy, but yet shalt thou swear
Upon ny burning pestle to perform
Thy prom se uttered.

BARBER
| swear and ki ss.

RAFE
Depart, then, and anmend. —
Cone, squire and dwarf, the sun grows towards his set,
And we have many nore adventures yet.

Exeunt .

C Tl ZEN
Now Rafe is in this hunor, | know he would ha' beaten all the
boys in the house if they had been set on him

W FE
Ay, Ceorge, but it is well as it is. | warrant you the
gentl emen do consider what it is to overthrow a giant. But
| ook, Ceorge, here cones M stress Merrythought and her son
M chael . — Now you are wel conme, M stress Merrythought. Now
Raf e has done, you nay go on
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SCENE FI VE
The street before Merrythought's house.
Enter M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT and M CHAEL.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
M ck, ny boy.

M CHAEL
Ay, forsooth, nother?

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
Be nerry, Mck; we are at hone now, where, | warrant you, you
shall find the house flung out at the w ndows.
(Musi c within)
Hark, hey, dogs, hey, this is the old world, i'faith, with ny

husband. If | get in anmong 'em |'Il play 'em such a | esson
that they shall have little list to come scraping hither
again. — Wy, Mster Merrythought, husband, Charles

Mer ryt hought .

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
(sings wthin)
If you will sing and dance and | augh
And holl o and | augh agai n,
And then cry, "There, boys, there,” why, then,
One, two, three, and four,
VW shall be nerry within this hour.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
Wiy, Charles, do you not know your own natural wfe? | say,
open the door and turn ne out those mangy conpanions. 'Tis
nore than tinme that they were fellow and fellowlike with
you. You are a gentleman, Charles, and an old man, and father
of two children; and | nyself (though | say it) by ny
nmot her's side niece to a worshipful gentleman, and a
conductor. He has been three tines in his majesty's service
at Chester, and is now the fourth tinme, God bless himand his
charge, upon his journey.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
(sings at the w ndow)
Go fromny w ndow, |ove, go;
Go fromny wi ndow, ny dear.
The wind and the rain
WI1l drive you back again.

( MCRE)
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OLD MERRYTHOUGHT ( CONT' D)
rou cannot be | odged here.
Hark you, M stress Merrythought, you that wal k upon
adventures and forsake your husband because he sings with
never a penny in his purse. Wuat, shall | think nyself the
worse? Faith, no, I'Il be merry. You cone not here. Here's
none but |lads of nmettle, lives of a hundred years andupwards.
Care never drunk their bloods, nor want made 'em warbl e,
(sings)
Hei gh-ho, ny heart is heavy.
(Exit fromthe w ndow)

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
Wiy, Master Merrythought, what am| that you should | augh ne
to scorn thus abruptly? AmI| not your fellowfeeler, as we
may say, in all our mseries, your conforter in health and
si ckness? Have | not brought you children? Are they not |ike
you, Charles? Look upon thine own image, hard-hearted man.
And yet for all this —

QLD MERRYTHOUGHT

(sings within)
Begone, begone, ny Juggy, ny puggy,
Begone, ny |ove, ny dear.
The weat her is warm
"Twi Il do thee no harm
Thou canst not be | odged here.
Be nerry, boys; sone |light nusic and nore w ne.

W FE
He's not in earnest, | hope, Ceorge, is he?
C Tl ZEN
What if he be, sweetheart?
W FE
Marry, if he be, George, I'll nmake bold to tell himhe' s an

ingrant old man to use his bedfell ow so scurvily.

Cl Tl ZEN
What, how does he use her, honey?

W FE
Marry, conme up, Sir Saucebox, | think you'll take his part,
will you not? Lord, how hot you are grown. You are a fine
man, an' you had a fine dog. It beconmes you sweetly.
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Cl Tl ZEN
Nay, prithee, Nell, chide not; for, as | aman honest nan and
a true Christian grocer, | do not |ike his doings.
W FE
| cry you mercy, then, George. You know we are all frail and
full of infirmties. — D ee hear, Mster Mrrythought; nmay |

crave a word with you?

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
(wi thin)
Strike up lively, |ads.

W FE

| had not thought, in truth, Master Merrythought, that a man
of your age and discretion, as | may say, being a gentlenan,
and therefore known by your gentle conditions, could have
used so little respect to the weakness of his wife. For your
wife is your own flesh, the staff of your age, your yoke-
fellow, wth whose help you draw through the mre of this
transitory world. Nay, she's your own rib. And again —

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
(sings at the w ndow)
| come not hither for thee to teach;
| have no pulpit for thee to preach;
| would thou hadst ki ssed ne under the breech,
As thou art a | ady gay.

W FE
Marry, wth a vengeance! | amheartily sorry for the poor
gentl ewoman, but if | were thy wife, i'faith, graybeard,
i'faith —

Cl Tl ZEN

| prithee, sweet honeysuckle, be content.

W FE
G ve nme such words that am a gentl ewoman born! Hang him
hoary rascal! Get nme sone drink, George. | amal nost nolten

with fretting: now beshrew his knave's heart for it!
Exit C TI ZEN
OLD MERRYTHOUGHT

Play ne a light lavolta. Cone, be frolic. Fill the good
fell ows w ne.
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M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
Wiy, Master Merrythought, are you di sposed to nake ne wait
here? You'll open, | hope. I'lIl fetch themthat shall open
el se.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
CGood worman, if you will sing I'll give you sonething: if not,
(sings)
You are no love for ne, Marg'ret.
| amno |ove for you.
— Cone al oft, boys, aloft.
(Exit fromthe w ndow)

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
Now a churl's fart in your teeth, sir. — Cone, Mck, we'll
not trouble him "A shall not ding us i'th' teeth with his
bread and his broth, that he shall not. Come, boy, [|'ll

provide for thee, | warrant thee. W'l|l go to Master
Venturewel |'s, the nerchant. |'Il get his letter to m ne host
of the Bell in Waltham There I'll place thee with the
tapster. WIIl not that do well for thee, Mck? And let ne
alone for that old cuckoldly knave, your father. I'Il use him
in his kind, I warrant ye.

Exeunt. Musi c.

END OF ACT THREE

| NTERVAL
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PART TWO
| NTERL UDE THREE
Enter C Tl ZEN.
W FE
Cone, Ceorge, where's the beer?
Cl Tl ZEN
Here, |ove.
W FE
This old fornicating felloww Il not out of ny mnd yet. —
Gentlemen, 1'll begin to you all, and | desire nore of your
acquai ntance, with all ny heart.
(Drinks)
— Fill the gentlenmen sone beer, Ceorge.

(BOY dancet h)
Look, George, the little boy's cone again. Methinks he | ooks
sonething like the Prince of Orange in his long stocking, if

he had a little harness about his neck. CGeorge, | wll have
hi m dance fading. — Fading is a fine jig, I'll assure you,
gentl emen. — Begin, brother. — Now 'a capers, sweetheart.

— Now a turn o' th' toe, and then tunble. Cannot you tunbl e,
yout h?

BOY
No, indeed, forsooth.

W FE
Nor eat fire?

BOY
Nei t her .

W FE

Way then, | thank you heartily. There's twopence to buy you
poi nts withal.

END OF | NTERLUDE THREE
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ACT FOUR
SCENE ONE
A Street
Enter JASPER and BOY.
JASPER

There, boy, deliver this, but do it well.

(Gves aletter)

Hast thou provided ne four lusty fellows
Able to carry ne? And art thou perfect
In all thy business?

BOY
you need not fear.

have ny | esson here and cannot mss it.
The nen are ready for you, and what el se
Pertains to this enploynent.

JASPER
There, ny boy,
(G ves noney)
Take it, but buy no | and.
BOY

Faith, sir, '"twere rare
To see so young a purchaser. | fly,
And on ny wings carry your destiny.

(Exit)

JASPER

Co, and be happy. — Now, ny | atest hope,
Forsake ne not, but fling thy anchor out
And let it hold. Stand fixed, thou rolling stone,

| enjoy ny dearest. Hear ne all,

You powers that rule in nen cel estial

(Exit)

W FE

Go thy ways; thou art as crooked a sprig as ever grew in
London. | warrant himhe'll cone to sone naughty end or
other, for his |ooks say no | ess. Besides, his father (you
know, Ceorge) is none of the best. You heard himtake ne up

( MCRE)
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W FE ( CONT' D)
like a flirt-gill, and sing bawdy songs upon ne; but,
i'faith, if I live, George —

C TI ZEN
Let ne al one, sweetheart. | have a trick in ny head shal
| odge himin the Arches for one year, and make hi m sing
peccavi ere | |leave him and yet he shall never know who hurt
hi m nei t her.

W FE
Do, ny good Ceorge, do.
Ent er BOY.
C Tl ZEN
What shall we have Rafe do now, boy?
BOY
You shall have what you will, sir.
C Tl ZEN

Wiy, so, sir, go and fetch me himthen, and | et the Sophy of
Persia come and christen hima child.

BOY
Believe ne, sir, that will not do so well. "us stale. It has
been had before at the Red Bull.

W FE
George, let Rafe travel over great hills, and | et himbe very
weary, and come to the King of Cracovia's house, covered with
velvet, and there let the king' s daughter stand in her
wi ndow, all in beaten gold, conbing her golden |locks with a
conb of ivory, and let her spy Rafe and fall in love with
him and cone down to himand carry himinto her father's
house, and then let Rafe talk with her.

Cl TI ZEN
VWll said, Nell; it shall be so. — Boy, let's ha't done
qui ckly.
BOY
Sir, if youwill imagine all this to be done al ready, you

shall hear themtal k together. But we cannot present a house
covered with black velvet, and a |l ady in beaten gold.

G TI ZEN
Sir boy, let's ha't as you can, then.
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BOY
Besides, it will showill-favoredly to have a grocer's
prentice to court a king' s daughter.

Cl Tl ZEN
WIIl it so, sir? You are well read in histories! | pray you,
what was Sir Dragonet? Was not he prentice to a grocer in
London? Read the play of The Four Prentices of London, where
they toss their pikes so. | pray you, fetch himin, sir;
fetch himin.

BOY
It shall be done. — It is not our fault, gentlenen.
(Exit)
SCENE TWO

A hall in the King of Mldavia's court

W FE
Now we shall see fine doings, | warrant'ee, Ceorge.
(Enter RAFE and POWI ONA, TIM and GEORGE)
O here they cone. How prettily the King of Cracovia's
daughter is dressed.

Cl Tl ZEN
Ay, Nell, it is the fashion of that country, | warrant'ee.

POVPI ONA
Wl cone, sir knight, unto ny father's court,
Ki ng of Ml davia; unto me, Ponpiona,
H s daughter dear. But sure you do not |ike
Your entertainnment, that will stay with us
No | onger but a night.

RAFE
Dansel right fair,
| am on many sad adventures bound,
That call ne forth into the w | derness.
Besi des, ny horse's back is sonething galled,
Wiich will enforce nme ride a sober pace.
But many thanks, fair lady, be to you,
For using errant knight with courtesy.

POVPI ONA
But say, brave knight, what is your nane and birth?
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RAFE
M/ nane is Rafe.
| am an Engli shman,
As true as steel, a hearty Englishman,
And prentice to a grocer in the Strand
By deed i ndent, of which I have one part.
But Fortune calling ne to follow arns,
Oh ne this holy order | did take
O Burning Pestle, which in all nmen's eyes
| bear, confounding | adies' enem es.

POVPI ONA
Ot have | heard of your brave countrynen
And fertile soil and store of whol esone food.
My father oft will tell nme of a drink
I n England found, and nipitato call ed,
Wi ch driveth all the sorrow fromyour hearts.

RAFE
Lady, 'tis true; you need not lay your lips
To better nipitato than there is.

POVPI ONA
And of awild fow he will often speak
Wi ch powdered beef and nustard called is;
For there have been great wars 'tw xt us and you,
But truly, Rafe, it was not 'long of ne.
Tell me then, Rafe, could you contented be
To wear a lady's favor in your shield?

RAFE
| ama knight of religious order
And will not wear a favor of a lady's
That trusts in Antichrist and fal se traditions.

Cl Tl ZEN
Wl | said, Rafe; convert her if thou canst.
RAFE
Besides, | have a |lady of ny own

In nerry England, for whose virtuous sake

| took these arns; and Susan is her nane,

A cobbler's maid in MIk Street, whom| vow
Ne'er to forsake whilst life and pestle |ast.

POVPI ONA
Happy t hat cobbling dane, whoe' er she be,
That for her own, dear Rafe, hath gotten thee;

( MCRE)
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POVPI ONA ( CONT' D)
Unhappy |, that ne'er shall see the day
To see thee nore, that bear'st ny heart away.

RAFE
Lady, farewell, | needs nust take ny |eave.

POVPI ONA
Har d- hearted Rafe, that | adi es dost decei ve.

C TI ZEN
Hark thee, Rafe, there's noney for thee. Gve sonething in
the King of Cracovia' s house. Be not beholding to him

RAFE
Lady, before I go, | nust renenber
Your father's officers, who, truth to tell,
Have been about ne very diligent.
Hol d up thy snowy hand, thou princely naid.
There's twel ve pence for your father's chanberl ain;
And anot her shilling for his cook,
For, by ny troth, the goose was roasted well;
And twel ve pence for your father's horsekeeper,
For 'nointing ny horse back; and for his butter,
There is another shilling. To the maid
That washed ny boot-hose, there's an English groat;
And twopence to the boy that w ped ny boots;
And last, fair lady, there is for yourself
Thr eepence to buy you pins at Bunbo Fair.

POVPI ONA
Full many thanks, and | will keep them safe
Till all the heads be off, for thy sake, Rafe.

RAFE
Advance, ny squire and dwarf; | cannot stay.

POVPI ONA
Thou kill'st ny heart in parting thus away.

Exeunt .

W FE
| commrend Rafe yet that he will not stoop to a Oracovian.
There's properer wonen in London than any are there, iws.
But here comes Master Hunphrey and his | ove agai n now,
Geor ge.

G Tl ZEN
Ay, cony, peace.
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SCENE THREE

Aroomin Venturewell's house.
Ent er VENTUREWELL, HUMPHREY, LUCY, and a BOY.

VENTUREWEL L
Go, get you up. | will not be entreated.
And, gossip mne, |I'll keep you sure hereafter
From gaddi ng out again with boys and unthrifts.
Cone, they are wonen's tears. | know your fashion. —
Co, sirrah, lock her in and keep the key
Safe as you | ove your life.
(Exeunt LUCY and BOY)
Now, ny son Hunphr ey,
You may both rest assured of ny |ove
In this, and reap your own desire.

HUVPHREY
| see this |ove you speak of, through your daughter,
Al though the hole be little; and hereafter
WIl yield the like in all | may or can,
Fitting a Christian and a gentl eman.

VENTUREWEL L
| do believe you, ny good son, and thank you;
For '"twere an inpudence to think you flattered.

HUMPHREY
It were indeed, but shall | tell you why?
| have been beaten tw ce about the lie.

VENTUREWELL
Well, son, no nore of conplinent; ny daughter
| s yours again. Appoint the time and take her.
W'l have no stealing for it. | nyself

And sone few of our friends will see you marri ed.

HUMPHREY
| would you would, i'faith, for be it known,
| ever was afraid to |ie al one.

VENTUREWEL L
Sone three days hence, then.
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HUMPHREY
Three days, let ne see,
"Tis somewhat of the nost; yet | agree,
Because | nmean agai nst the appoi nted day
To visit all nmy friends in new array.

Ent er SERVANT
SERVANT

Sir, there's a gentl ewonan w thout woul d speak with your
wor shi p.

VENTUREWEL L
What is she?
SERVANT
Sir, | asked her not.
VENTUREWEL L

Bi d her cone in.
Exit SERVANT
Enter M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT and M CHAEL

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
Peace be to your worship. | cone as a poor suitor to you
sir, in the behalf of this child.

VENTUREWEL L
Are you not wife to Merrythought?

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
Yes, truly, would I had ne'er seen his eyes. He has undone ne
and hinself and his children, and there he lives at hone and
sings, and hoits, and revels anong hi s drunken conpani ons;

but, | warrant you, where to get a penny to put bread in his
nmout h, he knows not; and therefore if it |ike your worship, |
woul d entreat your letter to the honest host of the Bell in

Waltham that | may place ny child under the protection of
his tapster in sone settled course of life.

VENTUREVEL L
" mglad the heavens have heard ny prayers. Thy husband,
Wien | was ripe in sorrows, |aughed at ne.
Thy son, |ike an unthankful wetch, | having
Redeened himfromhis fall and nmade hi m m ne,
To show his |ove again, first stole ny daughter,

( MCRE)
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VENTUREWELL ( CONT' D)
Then wonged this gentleman, and |ast of all,
Gave ne that grief had al nost brought nme down
Unto ny grave, had not a stronger hand
Relieved ny sorrows. Go and weep, as | did,
And be unpitied; for | here profess
An everlasting hate to all thy nane.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
WIl you so, sir? How say you by that? — Cone, Mck, let him
keep his wind to cool his porridge. W'll go to thy nurse's,
M ck. She knits silk stockings, boy, and we'll knit too, boy,
and be behol ding to none of themall.

Exeunt M CHAEL and MOTHER

Enter a BOY with a letter.

BOY
Sir, | take it you are the naster of this house.
VENTUREWEL L
How t hen, boy?
BOY

Then to yourself, sir, conmes this letter.

VENTUREWEL L
From whom ny pretty boy?

BOY
From hi mthat was your servant, but no nore
Shal | that nane ever be, for he is dead.
Gief of your purchased anger broke his heart.
| saw himdie, and fromhis hand received
This paper, with a charge to bring it hither;
Read it, and satisfy yourself in all.

VENTUREWEL L

(reads)
"Sir, That | have wonged your |love, I nmust confess, in which
| have purchased to nyself, besides m ne own undoing, the il
opinion of ny friends. Let not your anger, good sir, outlive
me, but suffer me to rest in peace with your forgiveness. Let
nmy body (if a dying man may so nmuch prevail with you) be
brought to your daughter, that she may truly know ny hot
flames are now buried, and, withal, receive a testinony of

the zeal | bore her virtue. Farewel|l forever, and be ever
happy. Jasper” — CGod's hand is great in this. | do forgive
hi m

( MCRE)
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VENTUREWELL ( CONT' D)
Yet | amglad he's quiet, where |I hope

He wll not bite again. — Boy, bring the body
And I et himhave his wll, if that be all.
BOY
"Tis here without, sir.
VENTUREWEL L
So, sir, if you please,
You may conduct it in; | do not fear it.
HUMPHREY

"1l be your usher, boy; for, though | say it,
He owed ne sonething once and well did pay it.

Exeunt .

SCENE FOUR
Anot her roomin Venturewel|l's house.
Ent er LUCY, al one.

LUCY
| f there be any punishnment inflicted
Upon the m serable, nore than yet | feel,
Let it together seize nme, and at once
Press down ny soul. | cannot bear the pain
O these delaying tortures. Thou that art
The end of all and the sweet rest of all,
Cone, cone, O Death; bring nme to thy peace
And bl ot out all the nmenory | nouri sh,
Both of ny father and ny cruel friend.
O wetched nmaid, still living to be wetched,
To be a say to Fortune in her changes
And grow to nunber times and woes toget her
How happy had | been, if being born
M/ grave had been ny cradle.

Ent er SERVANT

SERVANT
By your | eave,
Young m stress, here's a boy hath brought a coffin
What 'a would say, | know not, but your father
Charged ne to give you notice. Here they cone.

Enter TWD bearing a coffin, JASPER in it.
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LUCY
For me | hope 'tis conme, and 'tis nost wel cone.

BOY
Fair mstress, let ne not add greater grief
To that great store you have already. Jasper
That whilst he |lived was yours, now dead
And here encl osed, commanded ne to bring
H s body hither, and to crave a tear
Fromthose fair eyes, though he deserved not pity,
To deck his funeral, for so he bid nme
Tell her for whom he di ed.

LUCY

He shall have many.
Good friends, depart a little, whilst | take
M/ | eave of this dead nan, that once | |oved.

(Exeunt COFFI N- CARRI ERS and BOY)
Hold yet a little, life, and then | give thee
To thy first heavenly being. O ny friend,
Hast thou deceived ne thus, and got before ne?
| shall not long be after, but, believe ne,
Thou wert too cruel, Jasper, 'gainst thyself
I n punishing the fault | could have pardoned
Wth so untinely death. Thou didst not wong ne
But ever wert nost kind, nost true, nost |oving;
And | the nost unkind, nost fal se, nost cruel.
Didst thou but ask a tear? I'Il give thee all,
Even all ny eyes can pour down, all ny sighs,
And all nyself, before thou goest from ne.
These are but sparing rites. But if thy soul
Be yet about this place and can behold
And see what | prepare to deck thee with,
It shall go up, borne on the wi ngs of peace,

And satisfied. First will | sing thy dirge,

Then kiss thy pale lips, and then die nyself,

And fill one coffin and one grave together.
LUCY

Cone, you whose | oves are dead,
And, whiles | sing,
VWep, and wing
Every hand, and every head
Bind with cypress and sad yew,
Ri bands bl ack and candl es bl ue
For himthat was of nmen nost true.
Cone wi th heavy noani ng,
And on his grave

( MORE)
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LUCY (CONT' D)
Let hi m have
Sacrifice of sighs and groaning.
Let him have fair flowers enow,
Wi te and purple, green and yell ow,
For himthat was of nen nost true.
Thou sable cloth, sad cover of ny joys,
| 1ift thee up, and thus |I neet wth death.

JASPER
(rising out of the coffin)
And thus you neet the |iving.

LUCY
Save ne, heaven
JASPER
Nay, do not fly ne, fair. | amno spirit;

Look better on nme. Do you know ne yet?

LUCY
O thou dear shadow of ny friend.

JASPER
Dear subst ance;
| swear | am no shadow. Feel ny hand;
It is the sane it was. | amyour Jasper,
Your Jasper, that's yet living and yet | oving.
Pardon ny rash attenpt, ny foolish proof
| put in practice of your constancy.
For Sooner should ny sword have drunk ny bl ood
And set ny soul at liberty, than drawn
The |l east drop fromthat body; for which bol dness
Doomne to anything. If death, | take it,
And willingly.

LUCY
This death I'Il give you for it.
(Ki sses hin
So, now | amsatisfied. You are no spirit,
But nmy own truest, truest, truest friend.
Way do you cone thus to ne?

JASPER
First to see you
Then to convey you hence.
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LUCY
It cannot be,
For I am |l ocked up here and watched at all hours,
That 'tis inpossible for ne to 'scape.

JASPER

Not hi ng nore possible. Wthin this coffin

Do you convey yourself. Let ne al one;

| have the wits of twenty nmen about ne.

Only | crave the shelter of your closet

Alittle, and then fear me not. Creep in

That they may presently convey you hence.

Fear nothing, dearest love; |I'll be your second.
(LUCY lies down in the coffin and JASPER covers her
with the cloth)

Lie close. So. Al goes well yet. — Boy!

Ent er COFFI N- CARRI ERS and BOY.

BOY
At hand, Sir.
JASPER
Convey away the coffin and be wary.
BOY
"Tis done al ready.
JASPER
Now rmust | go conjure.
(Exit)
Ent er VENTUREWELL
VENTUREWEL L
Boy, boy.
BOY
Your servant, sir.
VENTUREWEL L

Do ne this kindness, boy (hold, here's a crown): before thou
bury the body of this fellow, carry it to his old nerry
father and salute himfromnme, and bid himsing. He hath
cause.

BOY
I will, sir.
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VENTUREWEL L
And then bring me word what tune he is in, and have anot her
crown; but do it truly. I have fitted hima bargain now w | |
vex him

BOY

Cod bl ess your worship's health, sir.

VENTUREWEL L
Farewel |, boy.

Exeunt .
SCENE FI VE

A street before Merrythought's house.
Ent er MASTER MERRYTHOUGHT.

W FE
Ah, old Merrythought, art thou there again? Let's hear some
of thy songs.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
(sings)

Who can sing a nerrier note

Than he that cannot change a groat?
Not a denier left, and yet ny heart |eaps. | do wonder yet,
as old as | am that any man will follow a trade, or serve,
that may sing, and | augh, and wal k the streets. My wife and
both ny sons are | know not where. | have nothing left, nor
know | how to cone by neat to supper, yet aml merry still;
for I know !l shall find it upon the table at six o' clock.
Ther ef ore, hang t hought.

(Si ngs)

| would not be a serving nman

To carry the cloak bag still,

Nor would | be afal coner

The greedy hawks to fill.

But | would be in a good house,

And have a good master too.

But | would eat and drink of the best,

And no work would | do.
This is it that keeps life and soul together: mrth. This is
t he phil osopher's stone that they wite so nmuch on, that
keeps a man ever young.
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Enter a BOY.

BOY
Sir, they say they know all your noney is gone, and they w ||
trust you for no nore drink.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
WIIl they not? Let 'em choose. The best is, | have mrth at
home, and need not send abroad for that. Let them keep their
drink to thensel ves.
(Si ngs)

For Jillian of Berry, she dwells on a hill,

And she hath good beer and ale to sell,

And of good fellows she thinks no ill;

And thither will we go now, now, now, now,

And thither will we go now

And when you have nade a little stay,

You need not ask what is to pay,

But ki ss your hostess and go your way,

And thither etc.

Ent er anot her BOY.

Il BOY
Sir, | can get no bread for supper.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT

Hang bread and supper! Let's preserve our mrth, and we shall
never feel hunger, 1'll warrant you. Let's have a catch; boy,
follow nme; come sing this catch

Ho, ho, nobody at hone!

Meat, nor drink, nor noney ha' we none.

Fill the pot, Eedy,

Never nore need |

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
So, boys, enough. Follow ne. Let's change our place and we
shal | |augh afresh.

Exeunt .

END OF ACT FOUR
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| NTERLUDE FOUR

W FE
Let himgo, CGeorge. 'A shall not have any countenance from
us, nor a good word fromany i'th" conpany, if | may strike
stroke in't.

C TI ZEN
No nore 'a sha' not, love; but, Nell, I will have Rafe do a
very notable matter now, to the eternal honor and gl ory of
all grocers. — Sirrah, you there, boy. Can none of you hear?

Ent er BOY.
BOY

Sir, your pleasure.

Cl Tl ZEN

Let Rafe come out on May Day in the norning and speak upon a
conduit, with all his scarfs about him and his feathers and
his rings and his knacks.

BOY
Wiy, sir, you do not think of our plot; what will becone of
that, then?

C Tl ZEN
Wiy, sir, | care not what becone on't. 1'll have hi mcone
out, or I'll fetch himout nyself. 1'll have somet hi ng done

in honor of the city. Besides, he hath been | ong enough upon
adventures. Bring himout quickly, or if | cone in anongst
you —

BOY
Vell, sir, he shall conme out. But if our play mscarry, sir,
you are like to pay for't.

Exi t BOY.
Cl Tl ZEN

Bri ng hi maway, then.

W FE
This will be brave, i'faith; George, shall not he dance the

morris too, for the credit of the Strand?
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Cl TI ZEN
No, sweetheart, it will be too nmuch for the boy.
(Enter RAFE)
O there heis, Nell. He's reasonable well in reparel, but he
has not rings enough.
RAFE

London, to thee | do present the nerry nonth of May.
Let each true subject be content to hear nme what | say:
For fromthe top of conduit head, as plainly nmay appear,
| wll both tell ny nane to you and wherefore | cane here.
M/ nane is Rafe, by due descent though not ignoble I,
Yet far inferior to the flock of gracious grocery.
And by the common counsel of ny fellows in the Strand,
Wth guilded staff and crossed scarf, the May Lord here |
st and.
Rej oi ce, O English hearts, rejoice; rejoice, Olovers dear;
Rejoice, Ocity, town, and country; rejoice, eke every shire.
For now the fragrant flowers do spring and sprout in seemy

sort;

The little birds do sit and sing, the | anbs do nmake fine
sport.

And now the birchen tree doth bud, that nakes the school boy
cry.

The norris rings while hobbyhorse doth foot it feateously.

The |l ords and | adi es now abroad for their disport and pl ay,

Do ki ss sonetines upon the grass, and sonetines in the hay.

Now butter with a |l eaf of sage is good to purge the bl ood.

Fl'y Venus and phl ebotony, for they are neither good.

Now little fish on tender stone begin to cast their bellies,

And sl uggi sh snails, that erst were nmute, do creep out of
their shellies.

The runbling rivers now do warm for little boys to paddl e;

The sturdy steed now goes to grass, and up they hang his
saddl e.

The heavy hart, the bellowi ng buck, the rascal, and the
pricket,

Are now anong the yeoman's peas, and | eave the fearfu
t hi cket .

And be like them O you, |I say, of this same noble town,

And |ift aloft your velvet heads, and slipping off your gown,

Wth bells on | egs and napki ns clean unto your shoul ders
tied,

Wth scarfs and garters as you please, and "Hey for our town"
cried,

March out and show your willing mnds, by twenty and by
twenty,

To Hogsdon or to New ngton, where ale and cakes are plenty.

( MCRE)
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RAFE ( CONT' D)
And let it ne'er be said for shame, that we the youths of

London

Lay thrumm ng of our caps at home, and left our custom
undone.

Up then, | say, both young and ol d, both man and maid a-
mayi ng,

Wth drunms and guns that bounce al oud, and nerry tabor
pl ayi ng!

Waich to prolong, CGod save our king, and send his country
peace,

And root our treason fromthe Iand, and so, ny friends, |
cease.
(Exit)

END OF | NTERLUDE FOUR
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ACT FI VE

SCENE ONE
Aroomin Venturewel|'s house.
Ent er VENTUREWELL, sol us.

VENTUREWEL L
| will have no great store of conpany at the wedding, a
coupl e of neighbors and their wives, and we will have a capon
in stewed broth, with marrow, and a good pi ece of beef, stuck
with rosemary.

Enter JASPER his face neal ed.

JASPER
Forbear thy pains, fond man; it is too |ate.
VENTUREWEL L
Heaven bl ess ne! Jasper?
JASPER

Ay, | am his ghost,

Whom t hou hast injured for his constant |ove.
Fond worldly wetch, who dost not understand
In death that true hearts cannot parted be.
First, know thy daughter is quite borne away
On wings of angels, through the liquid air,
To far out of thy reach, and nevernore

Shalt thou behold her face. But she and |
WIl in another world enjoy our |oves,

Wiere neither father's anger, poverty,

Nor any cross that troubles earthly nen

Shal I make us sever our united hearts.

And never shalt thou sit or be al one

In any place, but I wll visit thee

Wth ghastly | ooks, and put into thy m nd
The great offences which thou didst to ne.
When thou art at thy table with thy friends,
Merry in heart, and fllled with swelling w ne,
"1l come in mdst of all thy pride and mrth,
Invisible to all nen but thyself,

And whi sper such a sad tale in thine ear

( MORE)
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JASPER ( CONT' D)
Shall nmake thee let the cup fall fromthy hand,
And stand as nmute and pale as Death itself.

VENTUREWEL L
For gi ve ne, Jasper.
O what mght | do,
Tell me, to satisfy thy troubled ghost?

JASPER
There is no neans. Too |late thou thinkst of this.

VENTUREWEL L
But tell nme what were best for ne to do?

JASPER
Repent thy deed, and satisfy ny father,
And beat fond Hunphrey out of thy doors.

Exit JASPER
Ent er HUVPHREY.

W FE
Look, George, his very ghost woul d have fol ks beat en.

HUMPHREY
Father, ny bride is gone, fair Mstress Lucy.
M/ soul's the fount of vengeance, m schief's sluice.

VENTUREWEL L
Hence, fool, out of ny sight with thy fond passion!
Thou hast undone ne.
(Beats him

HUVPHREY
Hol d, ny father dear
For Lucy thy daughter's sake, that had no peer.

VENTUREWEL L
Thy father, fool ? There's sonme bl ows nore. Begone.
Jasper, | hope thy ghost be well appeased,
To see thy will performed. Nowwill | go
To satisfy thy father for thy wongs.
(Exit)

HUVPHREY
What shall | do? |I have been beaten twice,
And M stress Lucy is gone. Help me, device!l
Since ny true love is gone, | nevernore,

( MCRE)



THE KNI GHT OF THE BURNI NG PESTLE [I1-5-89]

HUMPHREY ( CONT' D)
Wiilst | do live, upon the sky will pore,
But in the dark will wear out ny shoe-soles
In passion in Saint Faith's Church under Paul's.
(Exit)

W FE
George, call Rafe hither; if you love ne, call Rafe hither. |
have the bravest thing for himto do, CGeorge. Prithee, cal
hi m qui ckly.

Cl TI ZEN
Raf e, why Rafe, boy!
Ent er RAFE
RAFE
Here, sir.
Cl Tl ZEN
Cone hither, Rafe; cone to thy m stress, boy.
W FE
Rafe, | would have thee call all the youths together in

battle-ray, with druns, and guns, and flags, and march to

Ml e-End in ponpous fashion, and there exhort your soldiers
to be nmerry and wi se, and to keep their beards from burning,
Rafe; and then skirmsh, and let your flags fly, and cry,
"Kill, kill, kill!'" M husband shall |end you his jerkin
Rafe, and there's a scarfs For the rest, the house shall
furnish you, and we'll pay for't. Do it bravely, Rafe, and

t hi nk bef ore whom you perform and what person you represent.

RAFE
| warrant you, mstress, if | do it not for the honor of the
city and the credit of ny nmaster, |let nme never hope for
freedom

W FE
"Tis well spoken, i'faith. Go thy ways. Thou art a spark,
i ndeed.

Cl TI ZEN
Rafe, Rafe, double your files bravely, Rafe.

RAFE
| warrant you, sir.

Exit RAFE
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Cl Tl ZEN
Let himlook narrowWwy to his service. |I shall take himelse.
| was there nyself a pikeman once, in the hottest of the day,
wench; had ny feather shot sheer away, the fringe of ny pike
burnt off with powder, ny pate broken with a scouring-stick
and yet | thank God | am here.

Drum wi t hi n.

W FE
Hark, George, the druns.

Cl Tl ZEN
Ran, tan, tan, tan; ran, tan. O wench, an' thou hadst but
seen little Ned of Al dgate, Drum Ned, how he nade it roar
again, and laid on like a tyrant, and then struck softly til
the ward canme up, and then thundered again, and together we
go. "Sa, sa, sa, bounce," quoth the guns. "Courage, ny
hearts,"” quoth the captains. "Saint CGeorge," quoth the
pi kenmen; and withal here they lay, and there they lay; and
yet for all this, I amhere, wench

W FE
Be thankful for it, George, for indeed 'tis wonderful.

SCENE TWO
A street (and afterwards Ml e End).
Enter RAFE and his conpany, with druns and col ors.
RAFE
March fair, ny hearts. Lieutenant, beat the rear up. Ancient,

| et your colors fly; but have a great care of the butchers
hooks at Wi techapel; they have been the death of many a fair

ancient. — Qpen your files that | nmay take a view both of
your persons and nunition. — Sergeant, call a nuster.
SERGEANT
A stand! — WIIliam Hamerton, pew erer!
HAMVERTON
Here, Captain.
RAFE
A corslet and a Spanish pike. "us well. Can you shake it with

aterror?
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HAMVERTON
| hope so, Captain.

RAFE
Char ge upon ne!
(He charges on RAFE)
"Tis with the weakest. Put nore strength, WIIiam Hammert on,

nmore strength! As you were again. — Proceed, Sergeant.
SERGEANT
George G eengoose, poulterer!
GREENGOCSE
Her e.
RAFE

Let nt see your piece, neighbor G eengoose; Wen was she shot
in?

GREENGOCSE
And |i ke you, Master Captain, | nmade a shot even now, partly
to scour her, and partly for audacity.

RAFE
It should seemso certainly, for her breath is yet inflaned.
Besides, there is a main fault in the touch-hole. It runs and
stinketh; and I tell you noreover, and believe it, ten such
touch-hol es woul d breed the pox in the arny. Get you a
f eat her, nei ghbor, get you a feather, sweet oil, and paper,
and your piece may do well enough yet. Were's your powder?

GREENGOCSE
Her e.

RAFE
What, in a paper? As | ama soldier and a gentleman, it
craves a martial court. You ought to die for't. Were's your
horn? Answer ne to that.

GREENGOCSE
An't like you, sir, | was oblivious.

RAFE
It likes nme not you should be so. 'us a shane for you, and a
scandal to all our neighbors, being a nman of worth and
estimation, to | eave your horn behind you. I amafraid "twl|
breed exanple. But let nme tell you no nore on't. — Stand,
till I viewyou all. Wiat's becone o'th' nose of your flask?
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| SCOLD ER
| ndeed | a, Captain, 'twas bl own away wi th powder.
RAFE
Put on a new one at the city's charge. — Were's the stone
of this piece?
Il SOLD ER
The drunmer took it out to Iight tobacco.
RAFE
"Tis a fault, nmy friend; put it in again. — You want a nose
— and you a stone. — Sergeant, take a note on't, for | nmean
to stop it in the pay. — Renove and march. Soft and fair,

gentl enmen, soft and fair! Double your files! As you were!
Faces about. Now, you with the sodden face, keep in there.
Look to your match, sirrah, it will be in your fellow s flask
anon. So, nake a crescent now, advance your pikes; stand, and
give ear! Centlenen, countrynen, friends, and ny fell ow
soldiers, | have brought you this day fromthe shops of
security and the counters of content, to measure out in these
furious fields honor by the eli, and prowess by the pound.

Let it not, O let it not, | say, be told hereafter the noble
issue of this city fainted, but bear yourselves in this fair
action |like nen, valiant nmen and freenen. Fear not the face
of the eneny, nor the noise of the guns, for believe ne,
brethren, the rude runbling of a brewer's car is far nore
terrible, of which you have a daily experience; neither |et
the stink of powder offend you, since a nore valiant stink is
nightly with you. To a resolved mnd, his hone is everywhere.
| speak not this to take away the hope of your return; for
you shall see, | do not doubt it, and that very shortly, your
| oving wi ves again, and your sweet children, whose care doth
bear you conpany in baskets. Renenber, then, whose cause you
have in hand, and |like a sort of true-born scavengers, scour
me this fanous real mof enemes. | have no nore to say but
this: stand to your tacklings, |lads, and show to the world
you can as well brandish a sword as shake an apron. Saint
CGeorge, and on, ny hearts!

OWES
Sai nt Ceorge, Saint Ceorge!

Exeunt .
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W FE
"Twas well done, Rafe. I'll send thee a cold capon a-field,
and a bottle of March beer; and it may be, cone nyself to see
t hee.

Cl Tl ZEN
Nel I, the boy has deceived ne nmuch. | did not think it had
been in him He has perforned such a matter, wench, that if |
live, next year I'll have himcaptain of the galley-foist, or
"1 want nmy will.

SCENE THREE

A roomin Merrythough's house.
Enter OLD MERRYTHOUGHT.

QLD MERRYTHOUGHT

Yet, | thank God, | break not a winkle nore than | had. Not
a stoup, boys? Care, live with cats; | defy thee. My heart is
as sound as an oak; and though | want drink to wet ny
whistle, | can sing:

Cone no nore there, boys, come no nore there;
For we shall never whilst we |ive cone any nore
t here.

Enter a BOY (and COFFIN-CARRIERS) with a coffin.

BOY
Cod save you, sir.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
It's a brave boy. Canst thou sing?

BOY
Yes, sir, | can sing, but 'tis not so necessary at this tine.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT

(sings)
Sing we and chant it,
Wil st | ove doth grant it.

BOY
Sir, sir, if you knew what | have brought you, you woul d have
little list to sing.
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QLD MERRYTHOUGHT

(sings)
O the mnion round,
Full long |I have thee sought,

And now | have thee found,
And what hast thou here brought?

BOY
A coffin, Sir, and your dead son Jasper in it.

QLD MERRYTHOUGHT
Dead?
(Si ngs)
Wiy, farewell he.
Thou wast a bonny boy,
And | did | ove thee.

Ent er JASPER.

JASPER
Then, | pray you, sir, do so still.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
Jasper's ghost?
(Si ngs)
Thou art wel cone from Stygian | ake so soon;
Declare to ne what wond' rous things in Pluto's court
are done.

JASPER
By ny troth, sir, | ne'er canme there. 'us too hot for ne,
sir.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
A merry ghost, a very nmerry ghost.
( Si ngs)
And where is your true love? O where is yours?

JASPER
Marry, |ook you, sir.
(Heaves up the coffin)

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
Ah, ha! Art thou good at that, i'faith?
(Si ngs)
Wth hey, trixy, terlery-whiskin,
The world it runs on wheel s.

( MCRE)
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OLD MERRYTHOUGHT ( CONT' D)
Wen the young man's — —
Up goes the maiden's heels.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT and M CHAEL wi t hi n.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
(wi t hin)
What, Master Merrythought, will you not let's in? Wat do you
t hi nk shall becone of us?

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
VWhat voice is that that calleth at our door?

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
(wi t hin)
You know nme wel | enough. | amsure | have not been such a
stranger to you

QLD MERRYTHOUGHT

(sings)
And some they whistled, and sonme they sung,
Hey, down, down!
And sone did | oudly say,
Ever as the Lord Barnet's horn bl ew,
Away, Misgrave, away!

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
(wi t hin)
You will not have us starve here, will you, Master
Mer ryt hought ?

JASPER
Nay, good sir, be persuaded; she is ny nother.
I f her offences have been great agai nst you,
Let your own | ove renenber she is yours,
And so forgive her.

LUCY
Good Master Merrythought,
Let me entreat you. | will not be denied.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
(wi t hin)
Wiy, Master Merrythought, will you be a vexed thing still?

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
Wnman, | take you to ny |ove again, but you shall sing before
you enter; therefore, dispatch your song and so cone in.
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M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT
(wi t hin)
Vel |, you nmust have your will, when all's done. — M ck, what
song canst thou sing, boy?

M CHAEL
(Wit hin)
| can sing none, forsooth, but "A Lady's Daughter, of Paris"”
properly.

M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT AND M CHAEL
(sing wthin)
It was a | ady's daughter, etc.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT adm ts M STRESS MERRYTHOUGHT and
M CHAEL.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
Cone, you're wel cone hone again.
(Si ngs)
I f such danger be in playing,
And jest nust to earnest turn,
You shall go no nore a-maying.

VENTUREWEL L
(wi t hin)
Are you within, sir? Master Merrythought!

JASPER
It is ny nmaster's voice. Good sir, go hold himin talk,
whi | st we convey ourselves into sone inward room
(Exit with LUCY)

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
What are you? Are you nerry? You nust be very nmerry if you
enter.

VENTUREWEL L
(W thin)
| am sir.
QLD MERRYTHOUGHT
Sing, then.
VENTUREWEL L
(Wit hin)

Nay, good sir, open to ne.
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QLD MERRYTHOUGHT

Sing, | say, or, by the nerry heart, you cone not in.
VENTUREWEL L
(Wit hin)
Vell, sir, I'll sing:
(sings)

Fortune ny foe, etc.
CLD MERRYTHOUGHT admts VENTUREWELL.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
You are wel cone, sir, you are wel cone. You see your
entertai nnment. Pray you, be nerry.

VENTUREWEL L
O Master Merrythought, | amcome to ask you
For gi veness for the wongs | offered you
And your nost virtuous son. They're infinite.
Yet ny contrition shall be nore than they.
| do confess ny hardness broke his heart,
For which just heaven hath gi ven nme puni shrent
More than ny age can carry. Hs wand' ring spirit,
Not yet at rest, pursues ne everywhere,
Cying, "I'll haunt thee for thy cruelty."
My daughter, she is gone, | know not how,
Taken invisible, and whether |iving
O in grave, 'tis yet uncertain to ne.
O Master Merrythought, these are the weights
WIl sink me to ny grave. Forgive ne, sir.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
Wiy, sir, | do forgive you, and be nerry.
And if the wag in's lifetime played the knave
Can you forgive himtoo?

VENTUREWEL L
Wth all ny heart, sir.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
Speak it again, and heartily.

VENTUREWEL L
| do, sir.
Now, by ny soul, | do.

Enter LUCY and JASPER
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QLD MERRYTHOUGHT

(sings)
Wth that canme out his paranour
She was as white as the lily flower.
Hey troll, trollie, lollie.

Wth that canme out her own dear knight.

He was as true as ever did fight. &c.
Sir, if youwll forgive "em clap their hands together.
There's no nore to be said i'th' matter.

VENTUREWEL L
| do, | do.

C TI ZEN
| do not like this. Peace, boys! Hear ne, one of you.
Everybody's part is cone to an end but Rafe's, and he's left
out .

BOY
"Tis '"long of yourself, sir. W have nothing to do with his
part.

Cl Tl ZEN
Raf e, cone away. — Make on him as you have done of the
rest, boys; cone.
W FE
Now, good husband, |et him cone out and die.
Cl Tl ZEN
He shall, Nell. — Rafe, cone away quickly and die, boy.
BOY

"Twill be very unfit he should die, sir, upon no occasion,
and in a conedy too.

C Tl ZEN
Take you no care of that, sir boy. Is not his part at an end,
t hi nk you, when he's dead? — Conme away, Rafe.

Enter RAFE, with a forked arrow t hrough his head.

RAFE
Wen | was nortal, this ny costive corpse
Didlap up figs and raisins in the Strand,
Wiere sitting, | espied a | ovely dane,
Whose nmaster wought with [ingel and with aw ,

( MCRE)
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RAFE ( CONT' D)
And under ground he vanpi ed many a boot.
Straight did her love prick forth ne, tender sprig,
To follow feats of arns in warlike w se,
Through Wl t ham Desert, where | did perform
Many achi evenents, and did |lay on ground
Huge Barbaroso, that insulting giant,
And all his captives soon set at liberty.
Then honor pricked ne fromny native soi
Into Mol davia, where | gained the | ove
O Ponpi ona, his bel oved daughter,
But yet proved constant to the bl ack-thunbed naid,
Susan, and scorned Ponpiona's | ove.
Yet liberal | was, and gave her pins,
And noney for her father's officers.
| then returned honme, and thrust nyself
In action, and by all nen chosen was
Lord of the May, where | did flourish it,
Wth scarfs and rings, and posy in ny hand.
After this action, | preferred was
And chosen city captain at M| e-End,
Wth hat and feather, and with | eading staff,
And trained ny nen, and brought themall off clear,
Save one man that berayed himw th the noise.
But all these things I, Rafe, did undertake
Only for ny bel oved Susan's sake.
Then com ng hone, and sitting in ny shop
Wth apron blue, Death cane unto ny stall
To cheapen aqua vitae; but ere |
Coul d take the bottle down and fill a taste,
Deat h caught a pound of pepper in his hand
And sprinkled all ny face and body o' er,
And in an instant vani shed away.

C TI ZEN
"Tis a pretty fiction, i'faith.

RAFE
Then took | up ny bow and shaft in hand,
And wal ked into Mborfields to cool nyself;
But there grimcruel Death net ne again,
And shot this forked arrow t hrough ny head,
And now | faint. Therefore be warned by ne,
M/ fellows every one, of forked heads.
Farewel |, all you good boys in nerry London.
Ne' er shall we nore upon Shrove Tuesday neet
And pl uck down houses of iniquity.
My pain increaseth. — | shall never nore
Hol d open, whil st another punps both |egs,
Nor daub a satin gown with rotten eggs;

( MCRE)
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RAFE ( CONT' D)
Set up a stake, O never nore | shall.
| die; fly, fly, ny soul, to Gocers' Hall.
O O O etc.

W FE
Wel| said, Rafe. Do your obeisance to the gentlenmen and go
your ways. Well| said, Rafe.

Exit RAFE

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
Met hi nks all we, thus kindly and unexpectedly reconcil ed,
shoul d not depart w thout a song.

VENTUREWEL L
A good noti on.

OLD MERRYTHOUGHT
Strike up, then

OWNES
Better nusic ne'er was known
Than a choir of hearts in one.
Let each other that hath been
Troubled with the gall or spleen,
Learn of us to keep his brow
Snmooth and plain as ours are now.
Si ng, though before the hour of dying;
He shall rise, and then be crying,
"Hey, ho, 'tis nought but mrth
That keeps the body fromthe earth.”

Exeunt QOVNES.

END OF ACT FI VE
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EPI LOGUE
C Tl ZEN
Cone, Nell, shall we go? The play's done.
W FE
Nay, by ny faith, George, | have nore manners than so. |'l|
speak to these gentlenen first. — | thank you all,

gentl enmen, for your patience and countenance to Rafe, a poor
fatherless child; and if | mght see you at ny house, it
should go hard but | would have a pottle of wine and a pipe
of tobacco for you; for truly I hope you do |ike the youth,

but I would be glad to know the truth. | refer it to your own

di scretions whether you will applaud himor no; for | wll

wi nk, and whilst you shall do what you will. | thank you with

all ny heart. CGod give you good night. — Come, GCeorge.
Exeunt .

CURTAI'N



